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Make a 
Machine! 


Dancing 
Dabboo! 


Vishu a ha 
/ Baisakhil > 


é Animal 
\ Funtasy! 


| | ‘Dinky delights. 
‘realShapes 


FRUIT GUM 


48 PAGES OF THRILLING 

NEW DIAMOND COMICS ENTERTAINMENT 
; —Cartoonist Pran’s— 

CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
&MADAM ZARO 


Fauladi Singh & || Mama Bhanja & 
The Mysterious 


DIAMOND BOOK CLUB 


How to become members of Diamond Book Ciub? 


- Write your name and address on the attached coupon in clear 
and legible letters. 


. Send Five rupees through money order or postage stamps 
along with your coupon as membership fee. Your membership 
shall stand confirmed only when we receive the fee. 
If you order four books at a time ina month, we shall give youa 
rebate of Rs.2/- and also not charge any postage. We shall be 
offering four books every month. If these books donot cometo 
your choice, you are free to select any five books from the list of 
Diamond Comics and Diamond Pocket Book titles and we shall 
send you the same. But ordering five books ata time is a must to 
get the benefits. 
. We shall be sending you a Choice Card every month If you like 
the books offered by us then you need not send the card back. 
In case you do not like the books, you should write us the 
names of at least 7 books of your choice so that we send you4 
books of your choice available with us at that time. 
. Under the scheme, we shall be sending you your V.P. packet by 
20th of every month. 


! ————MEMBERSHIP COUPON = 


1Kindly enrol me as a member of Diamond Book Club. | am sending! 

1Ris.5 through money order stamps as membership fee along with! 

ithe coupon. (We shall not enrol you as a member till we receive the! H 5 =a Ef 

I membership fee). | have read all your rules and shall abide bythese.' OP i  |Ganesh Mahima, 
— | promise to accept the V.P. every month. ; | a 


{NAME 
[FATHER’S NAME. 
1ADDRESS 
‘Post OFFICE 
IDISTT 


& DIAMOND COMICS PVT. LTD. ; 
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% 2nd Huge Hampers of Tre Biscuits 


“and Wonder Chocolates! 
Saurav Chopra (10), New Delhi 
‘K. Jayanth Prabhu (12), New Delhi 


‘3rd Free Targets for One Year! 
Sandeep Singh (12), New Delhi 
Nitu Kumari (9), Lucknow Cantt. 


A 
3s) Consolation (Target Stationery) 

» J Mirza Faisal Baig (12), Gorakhpur Ashwini Dayal (9), New Delhi 
Suchita D’cruz (11), Bombay G. Karthik (6), Ootacamund 
Anaita K. Guard (14), Bombay Rakesh Sharma (8), Ajmer 

* R. Narayan (12), Bombay Sylvia Fernandes (10), Goa 
Rupa Kumari (12), Lucknow Cantt. Ashok Amani (10), Delhi 
Bala Venkata Kishore (12), Madras Payal Grewal (10), 56 APO 
N. Thirukumaran (12), Salem S. Sidharth (8), Madras 
Sheetal Kumari (13), New Delhi K. Amith Prabhu (8), New Delhi 
Monisha O. Nongrum (11), Shillong S. Vani (10), Ootacamund 
Sameer A. Chiloo (13), New Delhi 
Divya Dutta (8), Lucknow 
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8 Zum! Zebrula! NEXT TIME 
For you Tintiddie Summer Fun Special! 
COMICS ’NSTORIES 14 Don’t Panic! *Be a Reporter! 
6 Moochhwala 21 Vishu a Happy * Make Your Own 
11 The Old Scooter Baisakhi! Corner 
18 Sibua Nag 26 Animal Funtasy *Keep Cool! 
24 Gardhab Das 28 Bubblegum’s Page * Badminton Tips! 
32 The Patterns ofthe 30 Ha! Ha! *Rangama! Game! 
Snake! * Magic Tricks! 
37 Algebraandthe Art THINGS TODO Practical Jokes! 
of Fighting 9 Make a Laugh Lots to make ’n do! 
46 The Chicken Wars Machine! CONTEST! * CONTESTS! 
46 Pet Problems 17 Revision Recipes 
§2 Granny’s Gupshup 36 Target Club Cover by Ajit Ninan 
45 Dancing Dabboo and Sujata Singh 
NEWS’NFEATURES 48 Our Own Pages Price in Nepal: 


Indian Rs.5.00 


3 Funny World 50 Quizzles 


From us 


There was a young boy from New Deli 

Who worried about his big belly, 

If it burst with a pop 

Whilst digesting a chop, 

The result would be terribly smelly! 

That was written by C. Byrde in an autorickshaw on the way to 
our Target office. No one knows why. None of us has big bellies. 
We don’t know why big bellies were on her mind, or chops 
either. Things being terribly smelly might be the reason, since the 
route passes through some repair work on the west Delhi sewer 
system. Who cares? Humour springs out unexpectedly from every 
nook and corner—if you’ve got the kind of crazy mind that sees 


it! Look for it. It can make you, and other people, a lot happier! 
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The Cloud Demon! 
One day I was drawing a nuclear 
mushroom cloud for my school 
notice board. I was using colour 
lavishly. My kid brother, who was 
playing, came up to me and asked, 
“Bhaiyya, is it a demon?” I 
laughed. But when I thought it 
over, I realized that it was indeed a 
demon. A demon that can be re- 
leased any time to gobble thou- 
sands of people and turn this beau- 
tiful planet into a funeral ground. I 
hope adults realize this and make 
the world a better place to live in. 

Y.K. Swaroop (13), Dalhousie 


Cheat Chat! 
During the exams, some students. 
of our class cheat fearlessly, and 
are,surprisingly, successful! With 
lips moving noiselessly and hands 
acting carefully, they manage to 
know the answers. I’ve never had 
the courage to point them out. 
They study less but get more 
marks. I feel helpless and cheated. 
What do Target readers feel? 
Nidhi Jain (14), Jagadhri 


What a Tamas-ha! 
I read the news of people getting 
upset over Tamas, and even dam- 
aging public property. Why don’t 
they switch off their T.V. sets if 
they don’t like it? 

Manu Kapoor (10), Bangalore 
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Not funny for Bunny! 

Nikhil Goyal’s letter (Target Feb. 

*87) made me sad. Wetreat animals 
as toys, as if they were robots 
without feélings, and torture them 
for our entertainment. In Seoul, for 
the Asian games, they killed about 
10,000 dogs, fora dogis considered 
a delicacy there. Here in Madras, I 
have seen many boys who kill 
crowsand squirrels for feathers and 
tails, and many of them climb trees 
and break eggs and steal the babies 
of animals. How would they feel if 
they were separated from their 
parents? If killing people is consid- 
ered murder, why not the same for 
killing animals? At this rate even 
squirrels will soon be extinct. God 
has created animals and it is His 
work to take them back- 

Preethi Shibani Rao-(11), Madras 
Similar letters came from T. Sasi Gopal, 
Palghat; Anjali Gandekar (11), Pune; 
Rohit Kulkarni (8), Pune. 


ol 
Some friends and I were witnesses 
tothe Greyhound Races in our city. 
Before going, all of us were excited 
and looked forward to it. But after 
~ seeing such a slaughter our think- 
ing completely changed. I am 
happy to:inform Nikhil that this 
matter has been brought to the 
notice of senior officials and an 
enquiry has beenordered. request 
my friends not to mistake Punjabis 
as born lovers of violence. Most of 
~ us are peace-loving like you. 
Vikas Chawla, Phagwara 


Sporting Spirit 

Inmyschool, a boy called Sumeet is 
a very good student. There are 
other boys who are good in sports, 
but the teachers prefer Sumeet. 
What about the other boys? They 
too are good in their way. 

Devraj Mallik (14), Bombay 
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CAN YOU GUESS WoT 
Mine iS CALLEDO 


Not Cricket at all! 
My friends and I were playing 
cricket in a park. In the middle of 
the game the local bullies—college 
boys—came and said they would 
not let us play unless we let them 
play with us. We had no choice. 
One of the boys hit a long shot. The 
ball bounced once and hit a man’s 
eye. Instead of helping the injured 
man they ran away like cowards. 
My brother and a passerby took 
him to a nearby hospital. What 
kind of youth are we producing? 
Ajeet Enjeti, New Delhi 


Place: 

Vew Delhi 10001. 
A Park in the Dark! 
There is a spacious park in our 
locality where we play. Even the 
elders find it good for evening 
walks. But there is a problem. 
People in the locality hold their 
functions there. The next day the 
parkds littered with left-overs, tins 
and pots. This is unhygenic and 
attracts crows, dogs and cows. 
Soon the park will be a garbage 
dump. lam only one boy raising my 
voice but if we all join together we 
could be a force to.reckon with. 

Suresh Mathew (12), New Delhi 


Gandhian Thoughts! 

Recently I saw Gandhi on televi- 
sion. Gandhiji’s policy of non-vio- 
lence has been understood the 
world the world over—except in 
India. He had said, ‘‘An eye for an 
eye would end up making the 
whole world blind.” That is ex- 
actly what is happening in India 
today. Hatred and thirst for re- 
venge has blinded mankind to the 
sorrows of people. How else do we 
explain the recent spate of violence 
in different parts of the country? 
Gandhiji always stood for a united 
and strong India. Where is that 
unity that gifted us our indepen- 
dence? With our peoplethinking of 
themselves-as Hindus, Muslims 
and Sikhs and NOT as Indians, is 
India then, heading towards the 
21st century or retracing its steps? 
It really is high time we adopted 


Gandhiji’s ideals and worked hard - 


to realise his dreams ofa strong and 
united India. 
§. Anitha (14), Bhopal 


Thanks Target! 
I was growing too fat but thanks to 
Aerobics (Target, Feb.’88) Pm re- 
ducing. I enjoy doing it with music! 
Jasmin Bindra (12) 
Oo 
__ forthe Herbs special (Target Feb 
88). My daddy is an asthma patient 
and suffers from severe colds and 
coughs. I give him some boiled 
water with tulsievery morning and 
he is feeling better. 
Mohit K. Mehta (16), Hubli 
AlsoVikas Moudgil (12), Alwar 
Oo 
for Ancient Games (Target 
Feb.’88). I and my friends played 
them. They are great! _ 
Anjali Nandal (13), Hisar 
Verghese (14), Dhanbad 
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OMe THE BLASTED PHONES ARE 


DEAD. WE'VE GOT TO INFORM PHOTOGRAPHER) 


-TASVEERNATH ABOUT, THE URGENCY OF ONCE WE HAVE THE PRINTS ENLARGED 
WEHAVEMORE CLUES 70 THE CRIMINALS. 


THOSE NEGATIVES LET 9GO_ TO THE STUDIO. 


OUND THE CORNER. WE MUST, IN ALL DECENCY, INFORM THE OWNER COME AGAIN... SAUDIARABIA - 2 DOCTORS, SENGINEERS, 
IN 4 ENGINEERS,... KUWAIT 6 NURSES 7 DOCTORS 
T T 
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WONDER WHOSE LIMOUSINE IT IS... " te 


17S A SHEIKHS CAR... THERE IN THAT OFFICE 
WHERE THE PEOPLE ARE CROWDING... 


1 AM DETECTIVE WHAT?! DETECTIVE MOOCHANALA /° ‘SHEIKH MY APOLOGIES FOR A MINOR 
MOOCHAIALA....| WANT. SOMETHING FISHY! NO TROUBLE | HOPE ACCIDENT... MY AR BUSTED YOUR CARS TAIL 
TO MEET THE SHEIKH... b | \LAMPS/ HERE'S THE MONEY FOE... 

Secarecscaes 


se 
b 

STRANGE THE SHEIKH KNOWS ME! FUNNY... 

AND THE OVERSEAS CALIS WITH DEAD TELEPHO, 


THOSE PHONE CALLS... HOW? _5 


1 CAE SHADY: 


7 SORRY MOOLHHIE! IM UPTO MY NER\ (NEXT DAVON. THE WAY TO THE \ { BOO-HOO!AADO! 1 TOLD YOU THAT IT 
WITH THE ARMY SNAPS! DEFINITELY 1. Vex STUDIO..__\ ( WAS ALL A RACKET! SOOO: GONE! 
UID Ge _NéoATIle> AND PRINTS By yee | 1 ————— 


WY, 


WELL, WELL .1T SOK '50, TOMORROW x E j PASSPORTS, PAPERS 
i So) (AL DUPED! IE CLEAN AND EMETY) 


NO DITCHING, TASVEER, ITS URGENT / 


THAD TO SELL ALL ORNAME 
70 GET 30.000... BOOHOO... 
THAT KOx AM SHEIKH... 


(0 
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THERE, POOH! HANEWITL 


WE TAKE THIS AETER WORK AT THE, 


LL GIVE YOU THE ADDRESS OF 


TOUS! WE HIREOUT CARS... 
: THE PERSON, WHOLAST USEDIT) 
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STUDIO !90 GET SET FOR ACTION FOLKS! 
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THERES ONLY ONE WAY 70 NET THEGREEDY 
DIGS SHEIKH SMOOCHUDDIN 1 


STRAIGHT TO THE FLAT AND BACK 70 
THE STUDIO. ALL WARM UP...CHECK THE ARS 


HEV! SHEIKH SWIQOCHUDDIN HAS FOUNDA THIEF! 50 ONE.OE YOU DIDIT ! 124 GONNA RIP (U0KY (HAVE THE REDIELT.. HELLO! SHEIKH. PHEW! 
EFCAGE A THE GUY WHOS DONE THI2 CHEEKY SWIPE! 11 90 GRATEFUL YOU FOUNDIMY BRIEECAZE, COD, 
I YOU MEET ME AT KOKY HOTEL, 
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MOOCHHINALAL, 20 THATS THE GAME? 
WHAT A PRIZE CATCH 2 SAY YOUR PRAYERS, 


HOLY FLYING CARPETS!) 
o~ 


KY 


BASH HIM...PULP HIM 
KILL HIM BAREHANDED) > 


CHARGE! 
MY GUN... 


SA 
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BETTER COVER THAT. AS 
SOFA AND DECEIWE THE TABPY PUNCHING 1 92°") Ney 


INSPECTOR. CHOOENATH. 
BUNDLED THE QUERSEAS CROOKS 
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Ever seen a ZUM? Or had a 
TINTIDDLE? Or tasted a 
YINGLING? No, this isn’t a new 
language. It’s English! A language 
is like a growing family of lots 
and lots of words. Some words 
grow old and die but new 

| words are born too and 

gradually we become familiar 

with them. But some new words, 
like new people, seem more 
strange and weird than others... 


BEASTLY ONES! 
Zum: Not a supersonic 
jet but a cross between a 
yak and a cow! 

Zebrula: A cross between 
a horse and a zebra. 
Tantony: The smallest pig 
in the litter. 
Hinnable: To be able to 
neigh or whinny. 
Ranarium: A frog farm. 
Ephemeromorph: A term 
for low life forms that can’t 
be identified as animal or 
vegetable. 


IT’S MAGIC! 
Abracadabra: A magic formula to get rid of 
illness or bad luck usually inscribed on 
amulets in the form of an inverted pyramid. 
The disease or misfortune disappears as the 
magic formula itself fades away. 
Ananispata: A word that, when 
written on parchment and worn on 
the body, protects one from 
harmful diseases. 

Belocolus: A stone that makes a 
person invisible when s/he holds it 
in the battlefield. 

Hocus-Pocus: What the mythical Norse \ 
demon-magician Ochus-Bocus must have 


done a lot of! 
eas. 


TUCK IN! 
Barmatology: A study Yingling: Candy made 

or an essay on food. of peanuts, butterscotch J 
Cepivorous: One who chips and Chinese 
eats onions. noodles, shaped like a 
Prosage: A vegetarian. small haystack. 
sausage made of Zarf: Holder for a 
vegetable protein. handless coffee cup. 


‘BURGESS’ BLURBS! 


American Gelette Burgess (1866-1951) coined the word Blurb —a 
testimonial about oneself! His book Burgess Unabridged contains 
words manufactured by him! Here are some Burgessisms. 


Jujasm: A muchneeded relief, a 


den joy. The first cool shower of 
rain in the summer, the mo- 
ment a baby stops crying in the 
middle of the night are <all 
jujasmic moments. 

Tintiddle: An imaginary con- 
versation or a witty retort 
thought of too late. 


long desired satisfaction, a sud-. 


Udney: A lovable bore! Or 
someone who loves you but 
does not understand you. A 
fond but silly relative. 

Pibble: Something written to 
look like what it says, such as: 


Want to be 
ridiculously, 
crazily funny? 
= Want to make everyone 

roll with laughter 
> whenever you want? 
Here’s your chance to 
invent a Laugh Machine! 


Create a side-splitting, 
comical, zany, corny, 
extraordinary, 
outrageous, unusual, 
unique machine 1] 
that you think 
will make people laugh! 


It can be a ridiculously 
complicated contraption 
or something absurdly 
simple! Be inventive, be 
imaginative, be original— 
most of all, be very, very 
FUNNY! 
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=_ 
For both age groups! 
1st Prize 
HOT SHOT MINI Camera 
2nd Prize 


HMT Mechanical Watch 
> WHAT YOU 3rd Prize 
- HAVE TO DO VIP School Bag 


5 Consolation Prizes 
Target subscriptions for 
one year! 


1.Rack all the funny 
nerves of your brain and 
think up your Laugh 
Machine. It need not be 
made of cogs and 

wheels or anything 
‘usual’ or ‘normal’ ina 
machine. It could be a 
very simple device. But 
complicated or simple, it 
should work in making 
people laugh! 

2.Draw out or describe 
your Laugh Machine. On 
the same piece of paper 
write your name, age and 
address. Send it to: 
Laugh Machine Contest 
Target, F-14/15, 1st Floor 
Connaught Place 

New Delhi 110001 

Last date: 6th May 1988 . 
Age groups: 8-10, 


11-15 
1 


Little ones’ big favourite! 
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School bags 


MONITOR, POPULAR, TANDUCK and NYLON. 
The Duckback range of school bags. : 
Priced to suit every pocket from Rs. 25/- to Rs. 105/- 
Designed for active children. 
Built from the sturdiest, 
TOTALLY WATERPROOF materials. 
With special buckles and picture pockets. : 
In a range of vibrant colours. 7 


Duckback school bags. Every child needs one. 


BENGAL WATERPROOF LIMITED 
230 A, A.J.C. Bose Road, Calcutta - 700 020. 
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illustrated by Subba Ghosh 
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ou’re not serious about sell- 

Yu the scooter??? Shubh 
asked his father in dismay. 

“Of course I am,” replied Fa- 

ther. ““Now that we’re getting our 

new Maruti van, there’sno point in 

keeping both a van anda scooter.” 

“But youcan’t, youcan’t possi- 
bly sell the scooter. Why, we’ve 
had it for more than thirteen 
years,” pleaded Shubh who him- 
self was eleven years old and had 
grown up seeing the scooter in the 
house. “‘It’s almost like a member 
of the family.” 

“J can understand how you 
feel,’ said Father, giving Shubh a 
reassuring pat on his shoulder. “I 
like the old war-horse as much as 
you do. But we can’t afford to hang 
on to old, outdated machinery. 
Don’t look so glum. We’ll be get- 
ting the van in a day or two. Then 
we’ll go for long drives together.” 

Shubh refused to cheer up. He 
had known all along that his father 
was planning to buy a Maruti van 
but he had not expected the old 


Lambretta to be disposed off so 
quickly. Why, the scooter was his 
oldest friend and companion! Even 
as a toddler he had spent many 
hours sitting on its front seat, body 
stooped forward, as he clutched the 
gears awkwardly with his tiny fin- 
gers, while his father’s over-sized 
helmet covered his whole head. 

He could never forget the ex- 
citement ofhis first scooter ride! He 
had been a toddler learning to take 
his first few steps when his father 
had scooped him up and planted 
him on the front of the scooter, 
making him stand between the 
safety of his two legs. Shubh had 
trembled with joy as the scooter 
surged forward, gliding over the 
long, black metallic road and 
sweeping past the unending stream 
of cyclists, cars and autorickshaws. 

As Shubh grew older, the 
scooter was his constant compan- 
ion accompanying him in all his 
imaginary expeditions through 
vast deserts, rocky plateaus and 
gloomy, snake-infested forests 
which had never seen the light of 
the sun. “‘Giddy up old fellow!” 
Shubh used to scream loudly, giv- 
ing it a couple of jerks and with a 
loud whirring sound which ema- 
nated from Shubh’s mouth, the two 
ofthem would plunge together into 
another mind-boggling adventure. 

“And now Father is planning to 
get rid of it,”” muttered Shubh in 
disbelief. He went outside and 
stood in the porch where the 
scooter was parked. “‘If I had the 
money, I’d have bought you like a 
shot,”’ he told the scooter. “IT 
wouldn’t allow anyone to take you 
away from me.” 

Picking upa duster, he beganto 
wipe it clean, his hand moving 
lovingly over the seats, the mud- 
guards, the handle and the front 
and back lights. The scooter was 
painted light green with two 
streaks of red running across its 
centre. The seats were old and 
worn out and the mudguards were 
dented in several places. But the 
engine was in excellent condition 


and ran like a song. ““This Sunday 
Pll open you up and give you a 
thorough oiling job. You’ll enjoy 
that,” Shubh said. 


he next day, Father re- 

! turned from work with his 
new van. He honked excit- 

edly at the gate and Mother and 


‘Shubh’s elder sister, Kriti, ran out 


to inspect the family’s latest 
acquisition. 

“Simply beautiful!’ Mother 
exclaimed excitedly. 

The red is so vivacious!” Kriti 
chorused. 

“Call Shubh. Ill take you all for 
a drive,”’ said Father. 

“Come on Shubh. We’re going 
for a drive!’’ Kriti screamed in the 
direction of the house. 

Shubh gave no answer. 

Father blew the horn loudly. 

“Father, I’m finishing some 


‘homework,” Shubh called. “T’ll 


join you all some other time.” 
There were tears in Shubh’s 

eyes when he heard the van drive 

away. He would have liked to join 


them but he did not wish to betray 
his old scooter. 

All evening Father, Mother 
and Kriti oohed and aahed about 
the new vehicle. ‘It was so-o 


comfortable!’ ‘So spacious!’ ‘The 


family vehicle!’ Shubh heard their 
remarks in silence. Let them crow. 
He was not going to switch his 
loyalty that easily. 

They were all eating dinner 
when Father dropped the bomb- 
shell. “I’ve received a faitly attrac- 
tive offer for the scooter,”’ he told 
them. “‘From someone from my 
own office. I’ve told him to come 
over here and takea look tomorrow 
morning. Ifhe likes the scooter, I'll 
sell it to him.” 

““Y -y-you’ll sell the scooter to- 
morrow itself??? Shubh cried, 
choking over his dal. “‘I-I thought 
it would’ take at least a few weeks 
before you sold it off.” 

“J didn’t expect thé deal to” 
materialize so fast,’’ replied. Fa- 
ther. ‘I had spread the word” 
around in my office several weeks” 
ago and today just as I was leaving 
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home one of the clerks 
© up and asked me.” 
Shubh felt his heart 


excuse about having a _— 
stomach ache and hurried 

outofthe room. Bolting his , 
bedroom door, he lay | | 
down on his bed and cried. | 

“What’s wrong with 
him?” he heard his Mother 
ask. ““Let me find out.” 

Nos cleave’ | him 
alone,’ Father told her 
quietly. ‘“He’s upset about 
the scooter. [ll talk to him 
tomorrow morning before 
he leaves for school.” 

Shubh slept fitfully 
that night and woke up late the next 
morning. The watch showed seven 
o'clock. Only fifteen minutes left to 
catch the school bus. Hurriedly he 
pulled on his uniform, threw his 
books into his bag and dashed to the 
dining room to drink his milk and 
collect his tiffin. 

““How’s your stomach, son,” 
Mother asked, putting his tiffin 
box into his bag. 

“Fine. I’m late,”’ he muttered, 
swinging his bag over his back. 
“Has the front gate been unlocked 


_ yet, Mummy?” 
“Yes. Kriti opened it in the 


morning,”’ replied Mother. 

Shubh dashed out of the front 
door, pushed open the front gate 
and raced down the narrow lane 
which connected to the main road. 
He was half way down the lane 
when he stopped. Something was 
wrong. He ran back and peered 
quickly in the porchand the garage. 
The new van stood glistening in the 
garage but there was no sign of the 
old scooter. 

“You've sold the scooter?”’ he 
asked his father who was sitting in 
“the verandah reading the morning 
wewspaper. “You didn’t even 
ther to inform me!” 

Father looked up from his 
spaper in surprise. ““What are 
talking about?”’ 
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ld break. Pushing his a | | 
‘plate away, he muttered an 


“Where’s the scooter?” 
“Tn the garage. I parked it there 
last evening.” 

“Tt’s-not there. I’ve just 
looked,” Shubh cried in dismay., 

Father hurried into the garage. 
“Someone’s stolen it,” he ex- 
claimed in disbelief. 

“Who would want to steal an 
old, battered scooter and leave a 
brand new van untouched? It just 
doesn’t make sense,”’ said Mother. 

“T’ll phone the police,” said 
Father looking a little dazed. ‘‘It’s 
amazing. All these years I have 
never bothered to even lock the 
front gateand the scooter was never 
stolen. The day I decide to sell it, it 
gets lost.” 

Shubh glanced at his watch. 
Seven thirty. It would be a miracle 
if he caught the bus today. He 
sprinted down the lane at full 
speed, to see the school bus speed- 
ing towards the bus stop. He had 
managed to catch it after all. 

Late in the afternoon when he 
returned from school, he asked his 
Mother, ‘‘Did Father ring up the 
police station?” 

“Of course,” Mother replied. 
“The police arrived within min- 
utes of the phone call. They noted 
down all the details and will let us 
know the minute they find out 
something. Your father knows the 


DCP, South Delhi, and 


+= — —-— plans to speak to him as 


well today.” 
There was no news about 
the scooter for the next 
three days. On the fourth 
N day the telephone rang 
from the Parliament Street 
Police Station informing 
them that they had recov- 
ered an old Lambretta 
which seemed to resemble 
_ the one they had lost. ““We 
“want you tocomeandiden- 
stify it,”’ Inspector Kedar 
Nath informed Father. 
“ll be there in thirty 
minutes,” said Father, 
slamming down the phone. 
“Ym also coming!” said 
Shubh, rushing to open the garage 
door for the van. 


to his father. He had to admit 
that the new van was an ex- 
tremely comfortable vehicle, as it 
drove smoothly over the bumpy, 
uneven road. Father drove at a fast 
pace, steering skilfully through the 
heavy evening traffic. Parking the 
van outside the police station, the 
two of them strode briskly inside. 
“Tm Jayant Arora,” said Fa- 
ther, introducing himself to In- 
spector Kedar Nath. ““You’d rung 
me up about a stolen Lambretta.” 
Kedar Nath, a middle-aged 
man withalong curling moustache, 
broke into a friendly smile. “‘Sit 
down, Mr. Arora. In twenty years 
of service, I have not come across a 
stranger case.” 
“What is the matter?”’ asked 
Father looking nonplussed. 
““That’s what makes it unusual. 
It’s so difficult to explain,” said the 
Inspector. ““The scooter we have 
found wasusedforarobbery. The 
two thieves parked it outside a 
jewellery shop, broke open a win- 
dow and walked off with six lakhs 
worth of jewellery. Nothing un- 
usual so far. This sort of thing is 
happeningall thetime. Vehiclesare 
stolen, number plates are changed 
Contd. on page 34. 


Se sat in the front seat next 
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A certain amount of fear is natuy 
ral. Just as pain in some part 
your body tells you something | 
wrong there, fear prepares ,yO 
body, in a special way, to cop 
with a special situation. Even Kapy 
Dev feels nervous before a crick 
match, as does Shabana Azm 
before shooting a film. If the) 
didn’t, they wouldn't play so we 
or act so well. 

So, if you didn’t feel anxiou 
before an exam, you might n 
cope so well with your studie 
You need some fear to perfor 
extra-specially well! 


FRIGHTFULLY 
Sorry! L Only 
CAMETOPAYA @ 
Social CRAWL ! 


MESSENGER OF FEAR 

Your brain is the first to recognise your fear. lt has been described as 
the house of your sensations. Although you think you hear with your 
ears, taste with your tongue, and feel with your fingers, all these sen- 
sations are actually happening inside your brain. The ears, tongue, 
and fingers are only information-gatherers for your brain. 

The minute your brain registers your fear, it springs into action. It 
knows it has to act more intelligently, more swiftly than it normally 
does. One part of the brain flashes the message to another, the hy- 
pothalamus. This is the centre of a system, called the Autonomic 
Nervous System, which connects the Central Nervous System with 
the glands and muscles of your 
body. When it receives a ‘FEAR’ 


message, the job of the hypothal- 
amus is to make the body work 7 
more efficiently, so that all your 


energy is directed towards facing 
the situation causing fear. The 
hypothalamus relays the message 
to the adrenal glands, which are 
just above the kidneys. These 
release a powerful hormone, 
adrenalin, which has different ef- 


fects on your body. 
av 
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WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU ARE SCARED2 


Your liver immediately re- 
leases stored sugar, to provide 
that extra energy needed by 
the muscles to work harder. 
eThe heart beats faster and 
more efficiently, pumping 
greater quantities of blood to 
the muscles. Imagine your 
body as a biscuit-making ma- 
chine, and your energy as 
biscuits. Normally it works 
quite slowly and steadily, but 
now it is moving very, very 


» fast, churning out twice the 


number of biscuits. 

*Your stomach activity de- 
creases, because the flow of 
gastric juices and stomach 
movements stop. So you 
don’t digest your food well, 
and keep running to the toilet. 
The brain tells your body not 


to waste its energy on digest- 
ing food. It needs the energy 
for itself, to help you face the 
stressful situation better. 

° The air passages to the lungs 
expand, allowing you to 
breathe faster. The more oxy- 
genyoutakein, themorefood 
gets converted into energy for 
your body. 
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Beware of too much fear! 
When you feel so scared you 
are ready to cry, or you can't 
concentrate on your work, it 
means you have reached a 
state of panic. This can have 
some bad effects. You may get 
a severe headache. Too much 
worry sometimes causes the 
muscles in your neck to jerk 
uneasily. The tissues covering 
the top of your head are pulled 
extra tight, causing pain. 

Sometimes fear can make 


‘STUDY TIPS! 


Here area few tips toltelp you do better 


‘in your exams: 


Scientists have found that the longer 
_ the brain retains information, the more 
‘permanent it becomes. Reading your | 
text books throughout the year is more 
effective than last minute cramming. _ 
elf, however, you are left with six 
chapters and one day to study all of 
them, the best way to do it, according 
_ tobiologists, isto read itallthrough first, 
without memorising each line. Biolo- 
gists also suggest that you read the 
same chapter two or three times, be- 
cause the memory works better if 
exposed to the same material many 
times. First read each chapter as you 
would a story, even if it’s geography or 
physics. After that, when you try to 
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you unhappy and tired. Too 
much tiredness causes a tem- 
porary loss of memory. Justas a 
machine working too long, and 
too fast, collapses, your mind 
can too—it can’t cope with 
the demands being made on it. 
That’s why people whosit up all 
night revising often feel blank 
when faced with the question 
papers next morning. 
Excessive anxiety, over a 
long period causes the stom- 
ach to produce too much acid. 


to retain 
_ Also, th 


‘re agitated. So go for a walk or 
watch a little television to relax. Then 
get back to work with a fresh mind. 
Talk to your parents and friends about 
your anxieties. You will feel better 
when you know that others have simi- 
lar feelings. 

©Don't aim for impossible goals. Do 
your best. You can’t do better! 


This can burn into the lining of 
your stomach, causing a wound 
called an ulcer. Doctors always 
advise people who are under 
strain to eat small meals fourtimes 
aday. So, eating during your study 
time is useful, as it not only 
provides you with the extra en- 
ergy you need, it also prevents 
any acid which may form, from 
attacking your stomach. A tre- 
mendous amount of energy is 
needed to keep the vast number 
of cells of the brain working. 
Although it is only about 2% of 
the body’s weight, the brain uses: 
25% of the oxygen in the blood! 
Just because you are sitting and 
studying instead of playing, it 
doesn’t mean you are not using 
up energy! 
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by Meera Govil 
illustrated by Jayanto 


CHOCOLATE CRISPIES 

You need: 50 gms. cornflakes; 175 gms. plain 
chocolate; 25 gms. butter; 2 tablespoons oil; atray; a 
saucepan; a spoon; a non-stick frying pan. 

Make it: Put the non-stick pan on low heat. Pour in 
the cornflakes and stir around for 10 minutes until 
very crisp. Leave to cool. Then crumble them up. 
Melt the chocolate and butter over gentle heat inthe 
saucepan. Do not add water as this will make the 
cornflakes go soggy. Stir in the cornflakes and shape 
the mixture into small conical heaps on an oil- 
greased plate, and leave to set. 


Studying makes 
you, hungry! Try 
these! 


CHANNA CHAAT! 
You need: 250 gms. boiled channas; 1 onion, 
finely chopped; 1 tablespoon coriander leaves, 
finely chopped; 1 teaspoon amchoor, 1 
teaspoon zeera powder, juice of 2 lemons; 
14 teaspoons salt; a big bowl to mix in. 
Makeit: Mix and toss all the ingredients. 

Spoon into dishes and slurp! 


PANEER CHOMP 
You need: 250 gms. paneer (you can 
ask a grown-up to make it or buy it); 2 
tablespoons oil; 1 teaspoon ajwain; > 
teaspoon zeera powder, 1 teaspoon 
salt; 1 tablespoon mint leaves, 
chopped; a knife; a non-stick frying 
pan; a: few toothpicks. 
Make it: Cut up the paneer into small 


O13) cubes and stir gently for 5-minutes. 

yey Take out in a dish and spear a tooth- 
pick into each piece. Pick and eat the 

Paneer Chomps as you study! 


et me tell you about Sibua Nag. 
He was the best washerman in 
Talpukur, which was the 
prettiest village in the district of 
Ringbhum, which was the prettiest 
district inallofBengal. Helivedina 
small hut witha leaky roof, with his 
son Hira and his pet mynah, Raja. 
He worked very hard, yet never 
saved enough money to repair that 
leaky roof. But he never stopped 
hoping that one day he would. 
One morning Sibua went off 
with his bundle of crisp washing to 
deliver itto the Magistrate Saheb in 
his bungalow. It was hot, so Sibua 
stretched out like a lazy old lizard 
under a shady mango tree, and was 
soon fast asleep. When he woke up 
he saw he was—late! The sun was 
high overhead! Picking up his bun- 
dle he was just about to run when 
his toe caught against a large stone 
and he fell witha great BOOMF on 
the ground. Turning around he 
saw the stone had shifted a bit; 
beneath it he saw-a small ring. 

Ehe, what’s that? 

He wasterribly curious. Laying 
his washing down gently he crept 
up cautiously; shifting the stone he 
looked down. What’s this ring? An 
old bangle? Here, let me pick it up. 
But he found the ring was stuck to 

something, and just 
wouldn’t come loose. 
Putting both his 
hands to the metal 
ring, he tugged with 
all his might. With a 
heave that made his 
top-knot shiver, he 
PULLED the ring 


and with it a small clay lid OFF and 
fell down ina HEAP. Rubbing the 
back of his dhoti gingerly Sibua 
peered into the small hole. 
Init wasa clay pot that glittered 
with something dully, like tigers’ 
eyes in a dark forest. It was filled 
with hundreds and hun- 
dreds of small, heavy 
gold coins. “Ui bah!” 
said Sibua Nag, pop- 
eyed. For before him lay 
the ancient Treasure of 
Talpukur, lost for cen- 
turies! For a second 
Sibua was stunned. 
“What shall I do’? he thought. He 
looked feverishly left and right— 
has anyoneseen me? No? Good! ll 
come back for it later. Quick! hide 
it! He placed the lid back and 
hauled the stone over it. Then he 
picked up his washing and went 
galloping across to the Saheb’s 
bungalow, his heart thudding likea 
hundred dholaks. Walking home 
with another bundle 
of clothes, he thought 
nervously: did I 
really ste it? The clay 
pot with the gold 
coins? Was it a ghost 
treasure, perhaps? 
these parts are fam- 
ous for ghosts. Willa 
ghost comeafter me if 
J take the clay pot? 
No one must see me 
take it; I shall have to 


digit up after dark, or Tshall have te 
take it to the authorities, and ther 
the Governor Saheb will lock it up 
in the State Treasury. No! I have 
found it, and shall keep it fo 


his hut waiting for Hir 
to come home from thé 
fields where he worked 
There he was! Catching 
Hira by the wrist he sa 
him downright there ot 
the step, as the word 
tumbled out like pota 
toes froma basket. “A great secret 
khoka! A great secret! We shall liv! 
like the Roy Chowdhurys 
Debinagar! Like zamindars! Lik 
gods!”’ 
Inside the hut Hira heard abou! 

the clay pot, all fear of ghosts for 
gotten. “Baba! Let’s make a map 
We may forget which mango tree i 
is beneath, and lose the gold 
forever!”’ 
Yes! They had to have a map 
But Sibua was really a very poo 
man. Nozinhisleaky little hut the 
was neither paper nor ink. So the! 


untilthey could dig up the treasure 
in the great silence of the night 
when only the moon and the fire 

TARGET APRIL 19 


flies were awake. 

They began to talk excitedly 
about what they would do with the 
money. Raja mynah sensed some- 
thing and flew around in circles. 

“Build a palace!” shouted 
Sibua excitedly. 


“No—a playground with a 
swimming pool!”’ said Hira. 

“TJ will hire the best cooks and 
masalchis of Ringbhum, we shall 
have machher jhol every day, and 
Kashmiri rice, and—”’. 

“Sandesh! Rasogulla! Payesh!” 

“Rubbish! So many sweets are 
bad for your tummy!” 

And then they fell to squab- 
bling. Sibua said he would buy this, 
Hira said he would buy that. They 


were so cross with each other that 
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Written and illustrated by Mala Marwah 


they neglected to cook 
even their simple meal of 
two rotis, but kept arguing 
loudly mto the night 
““Ghee-fried rotis!”’ 
“Silken dhotis!”” 

“A shiny car!” 

“<A silver sitar!” 

Now who should happen 
to pass by their hut but two 
rotten fellows, called Amla 
and Damla, who were al- 
ways stealing things and 
cheating people. They 
heard Sibua and Hira argu- 
ing and guessed immedi- 
ately that they were dis- 
cussing something imteresting—a 
vast sum of money, or stolen 
goods—certainly something very 
valuable. Their eyes glinted like 
bits of glass as they inched towards 
the rickety door, open because of 
the heat. “HAIYAAA!” shouted 
Amla and Damla, and 
POUNCED on Sibua and 
Hira before they could 
even blink, or cough, or 
blow their noses. “We 
know you’re talking about 
a treasure!’ bellowed 
Amla. “Don’t say no!”’ 
“Where is it?’ growled 
Dama. ‘‘Tell us quick, or 
we'll throw you into the 
haunted stone quarry—so 
hurry up!”’ he rasped. 
Sibua’s jaw dropped 
and stayed there. Before he 
or Hira could draw their 
next breath their hands 
were tied behind their 
backs with a bundle of 
pyjama cords Amla found. And 
THEN Damla hooted, “Hoo, hoo! 
Ai dekho! Here’s the map! right on 
top of his shiny pate!” 

And Amla peered over poor 
Sibua’s head with his eyes bulging, 
he and Damla rubbing their hands 
and leaping about like devils pna 
moonless night. 

Poor Sibua! poor Hira! what 
would happen to them now? 

_ “CHALO!” bellowed Amla 
and Damla, and gave Sibua and 


Hira a push. Raja mynah had been 
woken up by the noiseand fluttered 
noisily overhead. Raja was carry- 
ing something in its beak, and 
perched for a moment on Sibua’s 
head, chattering and dipping his 
head up and down. 

“Stupid bird! It has something 
toeatinits beak! Never mind! Let it 
come along,” said Amla to Damla. 
“After we’ve got the treasure we'll 
catch this bird, dye him purple, and 
sell him at the mela. Now let’s see 
see,”’ he said, peering over Sibua’s 
bald head, “‘where is the treasure 
buried? Here it is! This cross surely 
marks the place. Where do we go 
first? Ah! To the three neems!”’ 

“The three neems!”’ repeated 
Damla, leading Sibua and Hira 
from one end ofalong pyjama cord. 

They entered the dark outside, 
tumbling over rocks and uneven 
ground. There were very few stars, 
and a dim sort of moon. They 
bumbled on. Every now and then 
Raja would fly close to Sibua, 
over his head. 

“Humph! Trying to comfort 
the old man!”’ Amla grunted.““No 


good!” But Raja stayed close to 
Sibua, and dipped down every now 
and then, swooping over his head. 

“Turn right at the three 
neems!”? mumbled Damla, peering 
at Sibua’s pate witha lit matchstick. 

“eft at the old well, then 23 
paces northward from the pond!”’ 
said Amla. When they stepped the 
23rd step they all stopped. 

“DIG!” ordered Damla, in a 
fierce whisper. 

So Sibua and Hira dug with the 
two khudalis they were given. 

But not for long. 

Within two minutes a RUFF- 
GRUFF voice boomed like a canon 
through the dark, scaring even the 
fireflies: “WHOOOZ DERE?” 

Through the inky blackness a 
vast looming shape came lumber- 
ing up to them. For a moment the 
two villains’ throats ran dry. Could 
it be a ghost? they stood paralysed. 
THEN what do you think HAP- 
PENED? A huge million watt gas 
lantern shone blindingly on Amla 
and Damla, Sibua, Hira and Raja. 
There, on the top of the back stairs, 
holding a loaded double-barrelled 
gun, and wearing a tough-looking 


khaki uniform and most ENOR- 
MOUS walrus moustache—stood 
Dayaram Darogaji himself. 

They hadn’t been digging in 
the right place for the treasure at 
all. They had been digging up the 
potato patch in the back garden of 
the most feared man in Ringbhum. 
Yes! Darogaji was lawkeeper in 
these parts, and even the spookiest 
ghosts, for which Ringbhum was 
famous, preferred to keep their 
distance. So you might say that 
Messrs. Amla and Damla Incorp. 
hadn’t bargained for this delightful 
meeting at all. 

Raja, soon to have been dyed 
purple and sold at the mela, had 
flown after Sibua with a piece of 
charcoal in his beak, and each time 
he dipped over Sibua’s slippery 
dome, re-drew the map to lead the 


ruffians to Darogaji’s house. You * 


will admit this was a brilliant thing 
for a little bird to do. 


hen the sun rose Amla 
and Damla were seen 
wearing striped knickers 


and vests and marching in circles in 
the courtyard of Talpukur Thana; 


_ leaky roof of his hut. But it wasn: 


and Sibua and Hira were sitting if 
two shiny chairs before Magistrate 
Saheb (the same whose clothef 
Sibua washed) and Darogaji wal 
standing there like a huge dru 
telling the Saheb the whole story 
Raja’s quick thinking had save 
them all. 

Sibua, Hira and Raja became 
the heroes of Talpukur. Of cours 
the treasure was deposited in t 
State Treasury, and some of t 
coins were counted out and sent t 
museums for display, because the 
were so ancient and interesting. @) 
account of the treasure Sibua ha 
found, Talpukur was given a t 
holiday for three years, and Sib 
was given a handsome rewar 
more than enough to mend t 


enough to buy a palace, or a silv 
sitar. And what about the machh 
jhol, and the payesh? 

Sibua did the next best thin 
He bought rice and oil, brinjals ant 
spices, gram flour, masoor dal an 
bajra. That night as the moon ro: 
up in the sky, far above the lampl 


rice with crisp fried begun bhaj 
and delicious masoor dal spiced wi 
mustard and chillies; while Raj 
stood grandly over a brass pla 
witha lotus pattern onit, andate 

bajra like a king. 

And I can tell you this was t 
happiest washerman’s family in al 
of Talpukur, and all of Ringbhunm 
and all of Bengal, too. 
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Vishu a happy Baisakt 
by Poile Sengupta and Mala Marwah, illustrated by Aniruddha Das A eT age 


Balan and Inderjeet were classmates in Bombay 
before their parents got transferred—Balan’s to 
Ernakulam and Inder’s to Nabha in Punjab. They 
never let a week go by without writing to each other— 
sharing news, views and new experiences. This week 
they had something really exciting to tell each other! 


Nabha 
13/4/88 


he Belan! 


What a fantastic Baisakhi day it’s 
been! Baisakhi is the first day of the 
biggest harvest festival here when 
they harvest the rabi crop. A kind 
of thanksgiving. I’m dying to share 
the day with you. 

Very early in the morning, 
around 5, Pitaji, Bhatya and I went 
tothe large tank near the temple for 
a bath. I’m told that a bath like this 
exposes you to the elements that 
ripened the wheat crop—the sun, 


the wind and the water—an¢ 
cleans body and soul so that w 
greet the harvest looking and feel 
ing good! Then we got into our nev 
clothes. All bright colours like thi 
colours of the season. Lots of yel 
low! Even the trees reflected thi 
colours. The amaltas—laburnun 
to you—glowed like Maaji’s ol( 
gold earrings. And the fallen neem 
leaves were gold tinted too! 
After our bath, we went to visi 
the temple and the gurdwara. Ir 
this part of Punjab everyone goes tt 
the gurdwara. Prasad tastes best o1 
festival days, don’t you think? Bac! 
again to mounds ofjalebis, boondi 


) 


laddoos, besan ki pudhe...I asked 
Maaji why yellow was so special. 
She said it was the symbol of the 
rich, golden wheat crop. And really 
you wouldn’t believe how much 
wheat there is! I bet much of the 
wheat we atein Bombay came from 
Punjab. All day long we ate... ‘Ate’ 
is an understatement—we gorged 
ourselves! Nothing went waste in 
our house I can assure you! Then 
we all went out and joined those 
who were beating drums and sing- 
ing and dancing on the streets. No 
one was self-conscious. No one 
thought they were making fools of 
themselves. Everyone was very 
happy and showed it! The drum 
beat was so good, I joined in too! 

But the best part of the day was 
the afternoon. We went to the 
mela. Fantastic! The usual things 
were there—the ferris wheel, the 
games and food stalls. Andso many 
toys! Wooden toys, clay toys 
brightly coloured lacquer toys! 
There were acrobatic displays too 
and musicians playing instruments 
Tve never seen before—toomba, 
yanjli and algoza. Lovely names. 
algoza reminded me of chilgoza— 
my favourite dry fruit! But what I 
couldn’t take my eyes off were the 
dances! Huge, tall men—most of 
them about six feet tall!—dressed 
in the colourful lungis and turbans 
and brightly-coloured kurtas 
dancing the bhangra—just like in 
the films! Looking at these vigor- 


ous dances I could pick out all the 
movements of the harvest—sow- 
ing, reaping, winnowing. 

And the drums! So enormous! 
There were competitions to see 
who could beat the drum loudest of 
alland I heard some drummers say 
that their drum could be heard at a 
village twenty miles away! If I 
hadn’t heard them myself, ?'d have 
said they were showing off! Chil- 
dren also banged away at toy 
drums—oh what a hullabaloo! 
There were recitation competi- 
tions—all the poems or boliyanhad 
to reflect the mood of the day—full 
of optimism and self-confidence 
for the new year. No sad or bitter 
verses allowed on this day! 

I saw a something very unusual 
today. Sitting in the shade of a 
mangotree wasalandowner andhis 
farm workers. On this day, allthose 
who have worked on the crop to- 
gether eat together— roti, makhan 
sweets! Isn’t that wonderful? 

We came home from the melaat 
10atnightandI’ve beensoexcitedI 
couldn’t sleep. You must come and 
visitme here. [know you llenjoyit! 
Goodnight and Baisakhi greetings! 
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+.» ARE fOLL CAMPAIGN 
AND CANVASS/AIG TIME 


-- AH ONLY Two 
MORE LANES 
LEFT I 


rEEY 
xu 


Mi 


AND FOR SOME FARTY WORKERS 


[THESE fosters ARE | 
NOT MEANT To Se SLEPT 
ON. THEY ARE To 
8E SYLASHED ALL 


MELOpIOUS) 

} i NO\CE WIL BE + 

»)) 2 Sf sfolit BY THIS 

Mar es R SLOGAN SHOUTING 

NOW DO SOMETHING a8 A 
ELSE :-- A Eve 


[OR..OH.... BOT WAIT A MINUTE.. 


GET OUT OF MY SIGHT 
YOU_ FOOL !! SONNY el D 
MM fROSFECTIVE 


Goop MUSIC 
THESE DAYS... / 


HEY GOV... NOW FORGET IT OKAY..-% 


| REAUN CAN USE GARDHABS 

HORRIBLE TALENT IN A 

TOTALLY DIFFERENT WAY 
For oN fo 


NoNO...) WANT YOU To SING ELECTION 


| WAS ALL WoRKED UP... | REALLY MESSAGES “To THE CROWD-- 
WANT You To HEL? ME WITH YOUR / | eo 
> TA 


\ 


| KEALLY AM 
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EERR.. A LITILE CORCECTIONG 
TWANT YoUTo SING, Sut | 


MY BROTHERS, | 
FROMISE YOU A LIFE 
MINUS fOVERTY, A LIFE 
MINUS TENSION... 


AND Now wiTH my. 


Pel MALL Ti 1S SPEAKING THE TkoTH.. 
SONGS ILL NARRATE HIS 
REATNESS. - 


: HA... foLU's PUBLIC 
MEETING WAS A TOTAL FLOP, 
EVERYONE KAN AWAY 


wa 


r WHY,, WAY }?2... 
\WHERE'S THE CROWD? 
WHY HAVE 


'T THEN COME re 


THAT feOfle COULD 
--- THEY fKOMisED HIM 
. vy) 


AEN VE ALREADY DECIDED To VoTe FOR | 
ECAUSE HE WAS USING 

BLE fuBlic TORTURE SYSTEM 

NoT TAKE IT ANY MOKE 


BHAL, BUT THEN TREAT 
fo MY SONGS Some fEOPLE A 
TODAY: 4 


1 MAY Be SEWING PEANUTS, GHARIYAL 
ME WITH MORE RESPECT, COZ DU 
RE IN HIGH PLACES 
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“would have become extinct! 
That’s when human beings lent : 
hand. Australian wildlife authorities alon; 
with World Wildlife Fund built a tunne 
under the road connecting the two colo 
nies of pygmy possums. And in no time 
the males were scampering across. 
Pygmy possums, tiny creatures the 
size of a house mouse, are highly endan’ 
gered animals that live in the alpine anc 
sub-alpine regions of Australia. V.G 


: When a new road was built through the 
@ Hotham village in Australia, it separated 
male and female possums. Because of the 
heavy traffic, crossing the road to meet 
each other was dangerous. But if they 
didn’t meet it would surely be worse than 
death because without breeding, they 


The ostrich sat in a shalloy 
depression in the groun¢ 
Around him were eight larg 
} eggs over which he spreay 
his wings. A secretary bin 
was passing by. i 

“Why aren't you sittin 


. eee 


A JUMBO REQUEST! on your eggs, like other ser 
One evening in Simlipal forest, Orissa, wardens Bhalu and sible birds do? What's t! 
Sheru were looking for lost or abandoned baby animals. good of keeping them an 
Suddenly they heard a strange sound. A whisper? A squeal? your wings?” he asked, coc 
Following the sounds they reached a clump of tall thick ing his head. 
grass. It could be a tigress with her cubs. They stepped back “f | sat on my eg 
warily and waited for the sound to repeatitself. And this time they dsoon be hard-boiled} 
they knew what it was! A baby elephant! Pushing their way the ostrich said, thinki 
through the grass, they found a six month calf standing how stupid the bird w: 
forlornly, squealing for its mother from time to time. “And if | didn’t shade the 
kkk with my wings, the s 
It was 2 o'clock in the morning. There was a great crashing would cook them. T 
outside the forest ranger’s house. ‘Elephants passing desert sun is terribly hot!” 
through,’ Bhalu thought. But the noises didn’t stop. Suddenly Ostriches live in sem 
a an elephant trumpeted loudly. Then another. desert areas and don't sit o 
id The wardens saw an amazing sight. Four big, female their eggs to incubate ther 
i adult elephants and two calves were standing outside the ’ The eggs have to be ; 
a { _ trench that surrounded the house ‘saying’ something. The kept cool, not warm. W 
—. rangers went close to them and started ‘talking’ to them. 
= They knew what these elephants wanted. The little calf was 
= brought out and taken to the other side over a wide plank. 
Si, Happy to be close to its mother the baby squealed in delight. 
z23 As the herd turned away, the mother raised her trunk in sa- 


= lute. It was her way of saying ‘Thank you’. 


i LEAP FROG! 


and the lower lids close over the eyes. So ~ 
while they are airborne, they cannot ‘ 
see. The eyes open and pop out only 

when the frog lands! M. UL 


y 
\ i” THE FAWN’S TALE 
y Thelittle fawn’s mother looked up uneasily. The 
herd had stopped to graze but something was 
not right. She sniffed the air. Nothing to be 
alarmed about but just to be on the safe side 
she nudged her baby into the scrub jungle and 
pushed her down. Moti the fawn sat down 
quietly. The mother went back to join the herd. 
Suddenly, ALARM! His mother stamped her 
feet twice in quick succession and 
fled with the herd. Wolves! But Moti 
didn’t see any of this. He was doing 
what he was told. Mother had said, 
“Don't move till I'm back!” 

All day long he lay quietly wait- 
ing for his mother to come back. By 
evening he was hungry and tired and 
miserable. At last, he stood up ner- 
vously and looked around. No 
mother, but in the distance he could 
see a herd of animals coming closer. 
Right behind them was a strange- 
looking two-legged creature. By now 
Moti was so desperate he had lost all 
sense of fear. As the herd passed by, 
he slipped in and went home with 
them! 


Tis 


The pond lay on one side, a bush grew in front and there 
were sharp rocks on the other side. The frog took a 
good look and then leapt, with eyes closed, right ae 
into the pond. Frogs have to look before they leap 
otherwise they will land in a spot they have no = 
desire to be in. At take-off, muscles pull the 7% 
frog's big, bulging eyes into their sockets 


(€ P 
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Babua the shepherd was count- 


“ing his flock. Arrey? What was this 


strange-looking sheep? A fawn! He 
knew it was hungry so he fed it some 
goat’s milk. It tasted odd, but Moti 
didn’t care—it was food! The next 
morning Babua took Moti to the 
Forest Officer's Bungalow. 

That’s where Moti is today—in 
Sariska Game Sanctuary in Raja- 
sthan. Go and see him. He'll love to 
play with you! 


. 


Bubblegum had been lying 
and soaking in. the -winter 
sun, when a shout’ inter- 
rupted her rest. Not very pleased, she 
opened one eye, to find Rascal, Ditto and 
Slappy coming towards her at full speed. 
They came up, jumping in theirexcitement. 
§ “| say, Bubblegum!” cried Slappy. “D’you 
know, Rascal knows a card trick!” 

“Yes! And he’s willing to let us in on the 


= 
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secret!” added Ditto. “Isn’t that great?’ 
It was only-then that Bubblegum noticed th 
pack of cards that Rascal held. He we 
beaming brightly with all the attention f 
was receiving. 

‘Well, well’ said Bubblegum, and sat uj 


we and Rascal fight tooth and 

claw playing this game and yet stay 

good friends! You try it too! 

YOU NEED 

2 packs of cards; 2-6 players. 

DEALS: 

The number of deals depend on the 

number of players—for example if 

two people are playing, 2 deals, if 4 

are playing 4 deals andso on. There is 

a scoring system. The final winner is 

the one who gets the lowest score. 

‘PLAY IT! 

‘One player shuffles both packs to- 

gether and deals seven cardsto each 

player, face down. Then s/he places 

one card face-up in the centre of the 
table. This card is known as the 

: y kitty’. All cards unloaded dur- 

ing play must be placed on this 

‘kitty’. The rest of the cards are 

/ put face-down to make up the 

‘stock’. The ‘stock’ is the supply 


y Kitty Katty! 


of cards from which players who get 
stuck later in the game must draw 
fresh cards. 

Ifyouare the playersitting onthe 
left of the dealer, you begin the 
game. You may discard one card 
from your hand on to the kitty if 
(a)it'sthe same valueasthekittycard \ 
SO, ifthekitty is a7 of Hearts, youmay §, & 
play any 7 from any suitin yourhand 
(b)it’s the same suit as the kitty. Ifthe 
kitty card is a Heart, you may play 
any Heart 
(c)it’s an Ace. You may play an Ace 
at any time, no matter what colour 
or value it is. 

Once you've played, the card 
you've put down is the kitty for the 
next player. Supposing you added a 
7 of Spades to the 7 of Hearts, the 
choices open to her/him are: 

(a)any 7 
(b)any Spade 


" forgetting her rest at the thought of a card 
trick. “Well, get on with it! | can’t wait all day 
long to see a silly card trick!” 

“Right!” said Rascal. “You, Ditto and Slappy, 
shall be the audience. And|will play the trick 
on Bubblegum.” And saying so, Rascal shuf- 
fled the cards he had and spread them out. 
“Come on, Bubblegum! Choose any card.” 
Bubblegum chose a card. 

“Right! Now show it to the audience,” Rascal 


ET 


“That,” said Rascal grandly, “is absolutely 
correct!” and bounded away, as 4n angry 
Bubblegum lunged at him. 

The chase lasted for twenty minutes, and as 
Rascal said later, when truce had been 
declared, Bubblegum had never run so 


much in her life! 
As told to Sonali Agarwal (14), New Delhi 


told Bubblegum.” Bubblegum showed the 
card to Slappy and Ditto. 

“\/ery good! Now tell me what the card was?” 
asked Rascal, a sly look in his eyes. 

“It was the king of spades,” said Bubblegum 


ly 


*~ Satie iin» Peacciianaentien ds demanded 


(c)any Ace. 

If none of these cards are held, 
the unlucky player must draw one 
card from the stock. If that card can 
be played, it may be put back into 
Ay the kitty immediately as part of the 
same turn. If not, it must be kept for 
another time. Play continues round 
the table in the same way until one 
player ‘goes out’ by putting down his 


game! Game 2 is started by the next 
dealer. This goes on till all players 
“have had a turn. 
KEEP A SCORE! 
To find out the champion of the 
game, keep scores at the end of each 
deal. The player who goes out scores 
none; the other players get penalty 
points for the cards left in their 
hands, the values of which areadded 
~ together to get the final score. Cards 
have values: An Ace is 15; picture 


atface value e.g. 9 should be counted 
.as 9 points. 
Here is what happened to the 


players of Bubblegum’s gang at 
the end of one deal. 
Deal 1 


last card. That is the end of the first - 


cards—10 each; all other cards are- 


_Meera Govil played Kitty Katty too! 


Bubbblegum | Slappy | Rascal Ditto | 
+P) Ace 2 9 
King 2 8 
10 Ti 
©) S) 
| 0 44 4 DT 


TIPS: 

@Keep your wits about you. 
Plan ahead and save cards that 
might be useful next time around. 
®Never play an Ace if there is an } 
alternative in your hand- it’s ideal to 
finish up with an Ace as your last 
card, for then you can be sure of 
going out at the next turn. But be 
careful that nobody beats youtoitorit 
could mean 15 penalty points for you! 
elf you have the choice be- .< 
tween using the number of the 

kitty or the suit, choose the 
number of the kitty. 


Sleeplessness brings, Because it is full of dates! 


Got in a trice tne to go on seafood diet.” 

From a swing he couldn’t deflect! “That must be nice!” 
‘Don’t, please! touch “Yes, the more I see, the 

Those eyes —they hurt too much! more I eat! 

WHAT THEN? ’ 


Peer : at the bear—you’ll concur r that 


‘ Camouflage the bear—yes! reflect— 


QUESTIONS, QUISTIONS 
iI AND QUOSHTIONS ; 
Daddy how does an elephant fee 
‘When he swallows a piece of 4 
os BK Does he get drunk ; 
Pe. And fall on his trunk : 
A<® Or roll down the road like a wh 
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O¢ 0. « . Daddy what would a pelican do 
i Wwe a g "he swallowed a bottle of glue 

SY ’ ould his beak get stuck | 

PANDA-MONIUM Woul 

The spectacles of the Panda 

Aren’t the kinda 

You and I need to inspect 

The micro-print 

At the end of a docu-mint. 


Do mountains have ears? Ag 
Of course! They have mountaineers! 


They are not the deep, dark r: “itis Why is history the sweetest lesson? 


The Panda is not, with: IRESPEEE 
Asleeper light— Are you a man or a 
It takes forty winks noon and night, mouse? Squeak up! 


Nor are they boxer’s black eyes, “My F isay reer 


The rings are fur that 


From curious eyes. 
eae that ain’t a pack of lies! 
Vijaya | Ghose 


| 
The old lady walked into the shop 
Little Nisha started crying as soon as and asked for a packet of mothballs. She | o 
the doctor approached her. came in the next day and bought 
“Now, now,” said the doctor. “I’m another packet. And the next day...and | 
only going to take your pulse.” the next...On the sixth day, the y fo} 
This made Nisha howl even louder. curious shopkeeper said, ““You must i , | 
“Don’t I need it, doctor?” she cried. have many moths in your house, SE? 
ma’am.” ° 
THE DOG 5 “Yes, indeed,” she nodded. “I’ve | 
The truth I do not stretch or shove been throwing these mothballs at them: 
for five days now and haven’t hit a | 


single one yet.” t cima, 


— 


When I state the dog is full of love 
I’ve also proved by actual test 
A wet dog is the lovingest. 

Ogden Nash a I, INTERVIEWER: What made 
you decide to become a 
parachute jumper? 
PARACHUTIST: A plane 
with three dead engines! 


‘A woman rushed into the shop and 
said, “Please give me a mousetrap, 
quick! I have bus to catch.” 


“Sorry,” said the shopkeeper. ‘W. : . e 
don’t sell them that big!” - convict: Do you know the judge sent 


me here for the rest of my life. 

Guar: So! Do you have any 
complaints? 

convict: Yes. If all I do is break rocks, 
make roads and peel potatoes and 
onions, when do I get my rest? 


_peEEPu: I’m homesick. 
MOHAN; But this is your 
home. 

DEEPU: Yes, I know and 
Tm sick of it. 


The maths teacher took the children A motorist‘unfortunately ran over priya: My dog is a 

toa local cemetery and begancounting the woman’s dog and was very terrible bloodhound. 
tombstones. “Now that you have apologetic. Morina: Really? 

finished counting the tombstones,” she “I really'am most terribly sorry, priya: I cut my hand once 
said,“who can tell me how many madam,” he said. “Of course, I will and he fainted! 

dead people there are?” replace your dog.” 

One little girl raised her hand “If you wish,” she replied. “But are 

proudly and said, “All of them!” you any good at catching rats?” 


THIS Is 
DEFINITELY My 
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Retold by Monisha Mukundan can weave beautiful designs and my 
illustrated by Tapas Guha _ art will die with me unless I teach it 


toyou. You must practise until you 


old woman and her daugh- can weave as well as I, and create 


n 
Ae once livedinahutnot far your own beautiful patterns.” 


from Kalimpong. The old 


The old woman blessed her 


woman wasawidowandverypoor. daughter and went away to work 


at the untouched loom witha sight 

And then one day an amazing 
thing happened. H 

The girl used to goto thestream 
on the hill to fetch water every 
morning. One day, Lu-Gyalp¢ 
Mento, the water god saw her. Ani 


She and her daughter worked hard alone in the fields. 
Allday long, the girl sat in front 


in the terraced fields around their 


he fell in love with her. Because h 
-wasa god, Lu-Gyalpo Mento could 


hut. They grewriceand vegetables ofher mother’sloom, butshecould see into the minds of humans and 


and so they hadenough toeat. The not think of a single pattern. As read their thoughts. Within mo 
girl was a gentle and loving daugh- evening drew near, she tried to ments of seeing the girl, he kne 
ter and she worked hard. Mother weave one of her mother’s designs, what was worrying her. 

and daughter Were happy in their but she could not even do that. 


hut in the hills, but for one thing. 


When the old woman returned appeared to the girl in a dream. “ 
The girl could not weave. The from the fields, she shook her head am the water god,” he told her 
mother was a good weaverandher sadly. In silence, mother and ‘Your mother has asked you t¢ 
designs were known far and wide. daughter had their evening meal weave and you cannot do it. I car 


That night, Lu-Gyalpo Menté 


Itgrievedherthatherdaughterhad and went to bed. For many hours, help you. I can teach you to weave. 


not inherited her skill. 


the girl, ‘Today I will go alone to 


the girl lay awake, staring into the as nobody hasever woven before. 
One day, the old woman saidto darkness with anxious eyes. 


Then he said, ‘I am the wate 


Every day, the old woman god, but amin the formofasnake 


the fields. You must stay homeand blessed her daughter and went to IfI come to meet you, you will cal 
practise your weaving. 1am grow- work in the fields. And every eve- out in fear and people will come te 


ingoldand one day I willdie.OnlyI ning whenshereturned, she looked kill me.” In her sleep, the gi 
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A Toothless Tale 
I met the creature in the garden, 
Face to face. 

Unarmed I stood, 

Deserted was the place. 

And yet I did not flinch 

Or even turn, 

But gazed into those steely 

Eyes so stern. 


“How brave!”’ I hear you murmur. 


But then it could not roar 
Or even spring— 
For it was stuffed, 


That fierce old lion king. 
—Margaret Bhatty 


promised not to be afraid. ‘Ho 
canI fear you when youare going té 
help me?” she asked, and the wate: 
god smiled, for he was pleased. 
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The next morning, when the 
girl went tothe stream, Lu-Gyalpo 
! Mento crawled out of the water in 
the form of a snake. The girl went 
forward to greet him. “‘You’re a 
brave girl,” said Lu-Gyalpo Mento 
and he changed into a young man, 
dressed in silk. The girl looked at 
him and her heart was filled with 
love. The water god understood 
her thoughts and he said, “‘I shall 
teach you to weave patterns as no 
girl has eyer woven before. When 
you have learnt them, and taught 
the other girls in the villages near 
by, I shall marry you.” 
Lu-Gyalpo Mento went backto 
the girl’s home with her. “I shall 
change back into a snake 
now,” he said. ““You 
must copy the pat- 


terns on my skin. 
The cloth that will 
come from your loom will 
be beautiful beyond com- 
pare in the whole world.” 

All day long, the girl worked 
upon her loom. Her fingers worked 
as easily as if she already knew the 
patterns. She wove patterns as in- 
tricate and beautiful as the mark- 
ings on the snake’s skin. She 
worked quickly for she was happy 
and her heart was full of love. 

When evening drew near, the 
snake slipped away saying, “I will 
\ leave you with your mother for 

three months. In this time, you 
)) must teach the girls in the villages 
§) all around this hill to weave as you 
= do. When the three months are 
| over, Ishall come to call you.” And 
) he told her how he would call her. 

When the old woman returned 
TARGET* APRIL 1988 


| 
| 


=i 


from the fields, she was overjoyed. 
“You have made designs more 
beautiful than my dreams,” she 
said and her voice trembled with 
happiness. ““Now you must teach 
others these patterns.” 

Every day, girls from the vil- 
lages in the hills all around the old 
woman’s hut came to learn weav- 
ing from the girl. One by one, they 
learned to weave as she did, and the 
patterns of the snake were repeated 
in the cloth woven by people in 
more and more villages. 


he days passed quickly, and 

the three months were almost 

over. The girl told her 

mother about Lu-Gyalpo Mento. 

“Tn two days, he will come to take 

me to his palace under the water,” 
she said. “And I must go.” 

The old woman began to weep 

when she heard this. ‘‘Mother, I 

love him, and I want to marry 


B 
ll 


: 


ati 


J] 


him,” the girl told her. She looked 
so radiant that the old woman be- 
gan to feel consoled. 

Two days later, the old woman 
and her daughter heard beautiful 
music from the stream and they 
knew that Lu-Gyalpo Mento was 
calling the girl. “I must go!”’ the 
girl cried. She hugged her mother 
and ran down to the stream. When 
shereached the stream, Lu-Gyalpo 
Mento took the shape of a man and 
putting his arms around the girlled 
her to his palace under the water. 
As they walked to the stream, the 
old woman heard her daughter say, 
“If ever you need me, Mother, 
come to the stream and call three 
times and I will hear you.” 

Lu-Gyalpo Mento named his 
wife Lu-Gemu and they lived to- 
gether in great happiness, even as 
the weaves he had taught her lived 
on in the looms of the villages all 


around the stream. 
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Contd. from page 13. 
and then they’re used for quick, 
hatchet jobs before being aban- 
doned. What was amazing was that 
this scooter’s broke down right 
outside the police station!” 

“] don’t understand,” inter- 
rupted Father. 

“You see, Mr. Arora, the 
thieves were driving past the police 
station with the stolen booty, when 
the engine went dead. It wouldn’t 
start. The two boys kept kicking it 
and kicking it and nothing hap- 
pened. The policeman on duty saw 
these two youngsters in a fix and 
being a bit of a mechanic himself, 
decided to go over and volunteer 
his services. When they saw the 
policeman coming towards them, 
they started behaving in a highly 
suspicious manner. One of them 
opened the dicky and tried to pull 
outa dirty-looking bag. He had just 
managed to extricate it when the 
scooter toppled to one side, with 
the bag underneath it. The bag 
ripped open with the weight of the 
scooter and what did the policeman 
see—a vast quantity of expensive 
diamond and gold jewellery lying 
on the road. The policeman raised 
an alarm, but the thieves managed 
torun off. The policeman returned 


eee as 
sev! venanrani 


to the police station with a bag full 
of jewellery and a battered old 
scooter. I wasn’t there to witness 


“the events,” Inspector Kedar Nath 


continued, “but the policeman 
swears that he got the distinct 
impression that the scooter had 
deliberately fallen to the side in a 
bid to outwit the thieves. The other 
policemen laughed, as you can 
imagine. ‘Let’s see if there was 
something wrong with it or was it 
merely shamming,’ he told the 
other policeman. He went up tothe 
scooter and gave it one kick and the 
engine started at once. Now what 
do you make of this, Mr. Arora?”’ 

<“There’s more than meets the 
eye,” Father replied. 

“Maybe the scooter has a sixth 
sense,” Shubh blurted out. 

“Tet me see it,”” Father said. 
“Tt may not even belong to me.” 


hethree of them went to the 
back of the police station 
where the scooter was 
parked. It was bright red. ““This 
isn’t mine. Mine was green and the 
number plate was different,” Fa- 
ther said, disappointed. 
Shubh, however, had started 
investigating it carefully. He ran 


his fingers carefully over the mud- 
guard. There were the same famil- 
jar dents. On the clutch in front 
were two familiar scratch marks 
which Kriti in a fit of temper had 
made withacompass two yearsago; 
and the seats were shabby and tort 
ashad beenin their ownscooter. He 
scratched thered paint anda famil- 
iar green emerged from inside. 

“Hey look! It’s green inside!” 
Shubh shouted. ‘‘Father, it’s very 
much our scooter. Even the dents 
on the mudguard are the same.” | 

“You're right, son,” Father 
said. “This green belongs to no~ 
body else.”” 1 

Father, thanks the Inspector 
and told him, ‘“‘We’ll leave it with 
you a little longer. Til take my vat 
home and then come and collect if 
in a short while.” 

Father and Shubh were very 
quietas they drove backhome. The 
fear that the scooter would be sol¢ 
off had resurrected once again in 
Shubh’s mind. He stared out of the 
window, waiting for his father ta 
utter the fatal words. 

Suddenly Father said, “J never 
thought we had such a smart little 
machine. Imean, it must possess au 
uncanny sense to have stoppe¢ 


older. You can drive it to thé 
market when you’re sixteen. Whai 
do you think of that?” 

“Aye you serious, Father?” 
asked Shubh, his face breaking inte 
a smile. 

<Of course! Why get rid o 
something so sensible and smart? 
said Father. 

Shubh nodded in agreement 
They weren’t going to sell off hi 
favourite buddy after all! 
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Have you ever 
thought of your- 
self as someone 
who can actually 
work on acomputet? 
Acomputer whiz-kid? 


Well, we'd like to recommend a 
book that can put you well on the road 
to becoming a computer programming 
expert! The book is Rakesh Verma’s 
“Programming in BASIC for Schools” 


And it begins with a brief but 
comprehensive history of computers— 
from the days of Babbage and Lovelace 
(they developed the basics of computers 
nearly 150 years ago!) to the present era of 
microchips. 


[0 My cheque/DD for Rs.35.00in favour of Living Media India Pvt Itd.is enclosed. 


Programming in 
BASIC: How to 
_ become an ace at it 


After that, you are 
introduced to the two 
main components of a 
computer— hardware 
(which is the actual machine) 
and software (which tells the 
machine what to do). 


With this background, the book takes you 
into the nitty-gritty of BASIC. Numerous 
flowcharts and practical examples ensure 
that by the time you finish Rakesh Verma’s 
book, you can actually sit on a computer 
and solve problems. 


Why not order a copy and see how easy it 
is to become an expert computer 
programmer. 
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SANTHANU’S CHITIRA VIDYALAYAM 


The Trusted Art Institute for over 30 Years 


LEARN ART BY POST 
Through ENGLISH, TAMIL, MALAYALAM, HINDI or TELUGU. 


For full details please apply with stamps for Rupee 1/- 


SANTHANU’S CHITIRA VIDYALAYAM 


C/o. Chitra Kullan (1), 179, Singanna Street 
Chintadripet, Madras 600 002. Phone: 566188 


Hi, Target Clubbers! Tired of 
making faces behind people’s 
backs? Make use of your Funny 
Face skills in two great games, 
which your friends and class- 
mates will love when you tell 
them! Organise these contests. 
1. The Grinling Game. This isan 
ancient game by which Asterix 
almost defeated the Romans. 

x Contestants can be as many or 
few as you like, but more than 
one obviously...Each one must 
have secretly practised their 
most excruciatingly funny face. 
x Each contestant comes before 


a panel of judges, and pulls their 
face (‘grinlings’). After each in- 
dividual show, they all come to- 
gether for a simultaneous ‘grin- 
ling’, to prove that their original 
wasn’t just an accident, but wasa 
genuine, practised ‘grinling’. 
Note: 1.Contestants are disquali- 
fied if they laugh. 

2.Only faces can be used to 
grinling. No other gestures or 
movements allowed. 

2.Face Wrestling. A knock-out 
contest between any even num- 
ber of contestants. 

» Put all the names into a box, 
and pull out two at a time. These 
pairs will face-wrestle each other 
in the first round. Winners’ 
names go back in the box for the 
second round draw. This goes on 
till two finalists emerge. 

x Contestants stand in pairs face 
to face and begin to pull funny 
faces simultaneously. You must 
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lookat your opponent while face- 
wrestling. Closing eyes or look- 
ing away leads to disqualification. 
* Contestants can change their 
faces as muchas they like, unlike 
grinling. The first one to laugh is 
the loser, and the round ends. 
Winners can be declared the 
Grinling King or Queen, or Face of 
the Year and given a small prize. 
(How about Ajir’s Funny World 
book? Available for Rs.10 from 
Living Media India Pyt. Ltd.; 
316, Competent House, F-14, 
Middle Circle, Connaught Place, 
New Delhi 110001.) 
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Algebra and the Art of Fighting! 


by Geeta Dharmarajan, illustrated by Suddhasattwa Basu 


veryone calls me Kuttai 
| hoes I think is the most 
awful-sounding Tamil 
word for ‘short’. Today, when 
Mukund says, “Hey, Kuttai! 
Come on, let’s see if you have 
grown taller,’ I hear myself 
growl and, before I know what I 
am doing, I’ve picked up a fight 
with Mukund—the biggest bul- 
ly of our class: Mukund Aravin- 
dan—also known as Moham- 
mad Ali. He is barely an inch 
taller than me. I catch hold of his 
shirt and almost manage to pull 
him to the ground before Mohan 
Verghese pulls us apart. 
Mukund shakes himself till 


his shirt settles itself on his burly 
body. Hesquints down tosee ifit 
is wrinkle-free. Ismile. Where 1 
have held him, the shirt is 
bunched up into a million wrin- 
kles. With luck, Sundaram Sir 
might catch him for looking un- 
tidy. Mukund runs his pudgy 
fingers over the shirt as if trying 
to iron out the wrinkles. He 
glares at me, mutters and goes 
back to his seat. Gokul, my 
friend looks worriedly at me. 
Gokul thinks I am an ass. I 
am. Every time I think about 
being short, I get mad. Isee red. 
Every time I think that Iam the 
shortest kid in the class, even 


shorter than pudgy little Priya, I 
think I lose an inch. I fear I am 
growing shorter while everyone 
else is growing taller day by day. 
Evening, after school, I 
know where Mukund would be. 
Waiting at the main gate of our 
school, right behind the lantana 
hedge, to catch hold of me. The 
lantana bush spreads all ways, 
unruly and untidy. It is so spin- 
dly when you look at it that it’s a 
wonder it can hide someone like 
Mukund, but it does, it does. 

I chicken out. I slink out of 
the small gate at the back and 
then walk for half-an-hour more 
to reach home. 


———— 


A boring voice inside me 
whispers that tomorrow I would 
have to face Mukund anyway. 

I know I can’t. Just can’t. 
Thatstupid voice inside mesays, 
Itisbad enough to surrender after a 
battle, but simply giving im 1s 
downright cowardly, dastardly. 

I know it is right as I walk 
home slowly, trying hard not to 
keep looking back,-to check if 
Mukund is somewhere behind, 
trying to surprise me—knock 
me down. I whistle and kick 
stones on the way as if I don’t 
care. I try not to quicken my 
footsteps till I reach my gate, 
then I sprint, into the house, and 
to the front hall where my 
mother is sitting with my sister, 
Maya, plaiting her hair. 

“You are late,” says Maya. 

“So?” I ask belligerently. 

“JT have some upuma in the 
kitchen, Nitin. Go eat,” says 
Amma, pulling at Maya’s hair so 
that she will look straight ahead, 
and Maya’s face frowns some- 
thing terrible. She hates my 
mother putting somuch coconut 
oil on her hair and combing it 
and combing it till “It is plas- 
tered to my skull,” she always 
mutters. Only, she doesn’t have 
the guts to stand up and fight. 

The voice giggles inside me. 
“Your sister, isn’t she?” it asks. I 
can barely think straight as I 
work my way through my alge- 
bra sums, sitting as usual in the 
front hall, leaning against the 
wall, the books spread out on the 
floor beside me. I sigh. I would 
have to fight Mukund. 

J don’t know how to fight. 
I am a sissy, though my 
mother would not have agreed. 
She hates fights. She knows 
nothing about schools or boys or 
being in the ninth standard. She 
has not changed at all, though I 
am in the ninth. She behavesas if 
Tam still a seventh standard kid. 
Thinks that I have nothing to 


worry about except algebra. She 
thinks that all problems will melt 
away like Nitin’s Great Algebra 
Problem, as my clever sister 
Maya calls it, that plagued me 
when I was in the seventh. 


hated the seventh standard 

because of algebra. My 

teacher was fast and impa- 
tient, and I was the original louse 
in algebra. In my first test I gota 
zero. “How can you getazeroin 
algebra?” asked Amma, looking 
absolutely shocked. 

“Very easy,” Isaid, trying to 
make her laugh. ‘“You do very 
badly in the test.” 

“No Nitin, I am serious,” 
she said. ‘“How are you going to 
show this test paper to Appa? 
You know how he hates it when 
you do badly in your tests?” 

I nodded my head, feeling 
quite miserable. 

“Why? Didn’t you study?” 

“Tt’s not that, Amma. I...1 
just don’t understand algebra,” 
I burst out. “I am allergic to 
algebra,” I said sullenly. My 
eyes were filling with tears. I 
hated to do badly too. Didn’t she 
know that? 

Amma smiled. She asked, 


“Allergebra?”’ I nodded. 

It was, it seems, Amma’s 
favourite subject in school. 
“When I wasin ninth,” she said, 
witha sigh, “Sister Nessen used 
to teach us algebra and trig and 
she was good!”’ 

“Trig?”? I interrupted. 

“Trigonometry,” Maya said, 
impatiently, looking up from 
the homework she was doing. 
“For heaven’s sake, Nitin!”’ 

“Sine, Cos and all that. 
You'll come to it soon. Well, I 
lovedit,”’ said Amma, as if Maya 
had not interrupted. She was 
holding my Hall and Stevens 
algebra book in her hands by 
now. She looked at it as ifit were 
a plate of matar paneer, cooked 
at her favourite restaurant. 

hated the sight of that book. 
Tfit were the French Revolution 
now, I’d say ‘‘Guillotine all the 
Hall and Stevens!’’ or maybe, I 
would command the Hall and 
Stevens books to be “hanged by 
their covers till they died.’ 

Can you imagine all those 
thousands of algebra text books, 
thin and small and puny-look- 
ing, hanging from all those trees 
in the coconut groves, and 
mango groves and all the neem 


ee or 


trees and flame of forest trees, 
and all the papaya trees, and this 
tree and that tree and every tree 
in Madras? And then we could 
have taken them down and 
handed them over to the peanut 
sellers to roll up into conical 
twists to hold peanuts in. Great! 

I could literally see all the 
kids in Madras carrying me on 
their shoulders as they carry 
Vinod, our school cricket cap- 
tain, after we’ve won a match. 

I sighed noisily. 

“Why are you shaking your 
head?”’ asked Amma. “Don’t 
you understand what I’ve been 
saying?”’ She was explaining ad- 
dition in algebra. ““What is 3x 
plus 3x?” she asked. 

Pooh! 

_ “6x,”’ I said, all attention. 

“3x minus.3x?” 

“Zero.” 

“Good! Minus 3x plus 3x?” 

“6x? : 

“How, Kanna?” she asked, 
not yet losing her temper. 

“‘6x,”’ I said stubbornly. 

“Look. It’s minus 3x plus 3x. 
What do you do when you adda 
plus term and a minus term?” 

I remember that suddenly 
my nose started running. I low- 
ered my eyes. I wanted to cry. I 
did. “T’ll never get algebra.” 

“Yes, you will,”’ she said. 

““No, I won’t.” 

We went onlike this fora few 
minutes. Then Ammasaid, “It’s 
just a question of practice. If it 
doesn’t come the first time, it 
will the hundredth time.” 

“Oh yes,” I muttered under 
my breath. ‘“The 99th time will 
be my exam and I’ll get a big fat 
zero in it and when my teacher 
asks I'll tell her, “Oh, you see, 
this is only my 99th time. I’ll get 
it the 100th time! and she’! keep 
me for ever in the seventh!” 

“Tt’ll happen long before 
that,”? said Amma, seriously, 
but I knew, I knew there was a 
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smile in her voice and I knew 
she’d repeat the whole thing to 
Appa when he came back from 
office and I hated her for it. 

Thated her without stopping 
for the next few days whenever 
she came to me for doing my 
hated algebra. 


Iam short, and my mother 

doesn’t understand at all. 
She asks, ‘‘You’re not bad 
in algebra are you,” and I mum- 
ble ““No”’. What else can I say? 
How can I hurt her feelings? I 
remember when in my last class 
test I got 70 she went around for 
days looking dazed and happy, 
as if she had been given the 
Padma Shri! She doesn’t know it 
was a fluke. I am still pretty 
shaky about algebra, but at least 
it is not as bad as being the 
smallest student in the class. 

I get up suddenly. I wish I 
could run away from every- 
thing. Amma looks at me from 
the sofa where she is sitting with 
Maya, going over history dates. 
“What, Nitin? Are you doing 
your algebra?” 

“Mm-mm,” I murmur. 

“Problems?” 

I nod. 

“You know your algebra, 
Nitin,” she says, encouragingly. 
“Try harder.” 

At dinner that night, “Re- 
member how you used to worry 
about algebra?”? she asks me 
when I tell her I must do some- 
thing about growing taller. 

“T know,” I say. 

I still feel mad when I think 
how, just before the last period, 
Mukund had smiled his greasy 
smile and said, “‘Kuttai, we’ll 
measure you and Priya on Mon- 
day, at lunch break, and see if 
you have grownat least a wee bit 
more than the girls.” 

I grit my teeth. I can’t decide 
which is worse, being beaten up 


[= the ninth, now, because 


in a fight, or being declared 
shorter than everyone else in the 
class. I could not have done 
anything else but pick up a fight 
with Mukund—though till now 
I have avoided fights. 

Tf you had let Mukund beat 
you up, you could have skipped 
school on Monday, this voice in- 
side me says. Why don’t you 
accidentally on purpose, bump.into 
Mukund sometime tomorrow? Af- 
ter all, he lives in the same colony. 
Maybe he'll beat you up and you 
can miss school on Monday. 

lam feeling so desperate that 
even this idea looks good. I sit 
staring at my algebra text, not 
able to do even one sum right. I 
feelasifI were lost ina big forest, 
a huge big one with elephants 
and tigers and foxes—though 
foxes only like small fry like 
chickens and squirrels, I tell 
myself. But, you are small, 
says the voice with that ‘very 
nice logic’ which Sundaram Sir 
appreciates in my history an- 
swers. Very small. You sit in the 
first row in class because and only 


because you are the smallest. At 
least Priya is fat! The Voice 
even dares to giggle inside me. 

Mukund always giggled too 
when he talked of my height. 
“You should be sitting on the 
teacher’s table, yaar,” he al- 
wayssays. ““Maybeshecancarry 
you like a small baby, on her 
hip, as she teaches.” 

The kids in my class always 
giggle while Mukund measures 
me against Priya. Though my 
shoulders touch the ruler as well 
as Priya’s, when we stand back 
to back, Mukund measures 
Priya’s hair too which is curly 
and denseand, ‘‘makesher taller 
than you!”’ rules Mukund, every 
time. “‘Soyouare the first person 
in the line.” 


he line is my most de- 
/ tested thing. You know 
how it is when you’re first 
in the line that forms outside the 
class after morning assembly, 
waiting for Sundaram Sir to 
come. He comes and he snatches 
my shoulder when he says, 
“Come on everyone. Get into 
line. And I mean a line. Nota 
wriggly worm!” And everyone 
would giggle while I rubbed my 
shoulder. Did he practise brick- 
squeezing throughout the night 
to get those iron hands? Then he 
would pat my back (which is 
always ramrod straight) and 
he’d say: “‘Straight backs, 
everyone.” Or he would tug at 
my shirt and say, “Now, why 
don’t your parents teach you 
how to tuck your shirts in prop- 
erly so that you look neat and 
tidy? This isn’t a Corporation 
school, you know!” Snob! 

T hate the morning line. For 
somany months now Ihave been 
trying to grow tall, so I don’t 
have to be first. 

No one in my class knows, 
but I goto the Corporation play- 
ground near our house, the one 


that has a squeaky see-saw and 
iron bars on which men practise 
pull-ups every morning. I go 
there every evening and I do 
pull-ups for—‘‘Pull-ups give 
you height, Nitin,” says Amma, 
who also gives me my lycine 
medicine every night—‘‘For 
height,’’ she says. My sister who 
is thirteen months younger than 
me is a whole three-quarters of 
an inch taller. I know. We mark 
our heights on the kitchen wall 
every month on Pournami or 
Full Moon night, just after Appa 
has done his elaborate Pournami 
Puja and Amma has given us all 
our payasam and vadais. 

“Do you think that, because 
it is Pournami, I will grow tall, 
by magic?” I asked her last 
Pournami. 

“Maybe,” she said, smiling 
mysteriously. ““Who knows?” 

Maybe now, this Pournami, 
you'll get your height, says the 
Voice. But, Pournami is a clear 
six days away. I have to know 
now. This Minute! 
mark my height 
wall, Maya?’ I 


down and ifI believe 
easily get myself the star 
movie called The Case 
Shrinking Boy. 

The Voice wants to quit. 
You could miss school. Get a stom= 
ach-ache, maybe, the Voice 
says inside me, as I lie in bed, 
looking at Orion in the sky thatis 
framed by my window. It is the 
middle of the night before I have 
a brilliant idea: Mukund mea- 


sures us with our shoes on. Pll 
find a way to make my shoe a 
little high-heeled! 


n Sunday morning, Iam 

so excited that I can 

barely gulp down the 
elaborate breakfast that Amma 
has made. She makes it on Sun- 
days, and I can barely wait for 
Sundays, but today I eatas fast as 
Ican, lace myself into my ‘high- 
heeled’ shoes and runout. I want 
to try them out before I wear 
them to school. 

I had done a very simple 
thing. I had taken a block of 
wood, part of a batten that the 
electrician had left behind when 
he fixed a new plug outlet for 
Amma’s refrigerator. I used the 
large curved knife that my father 
uses to trim branches of the 
neem tree outside our house. I 
cut four pieces out of the batten, 
roughly the size of the heel, and 
then, using nails, I attached 
them to my shoes so they 
wouldn’t show. Now, I was all 
set to try them out. 


Iwalk out of the house, along 
the pavement, feeling good— 
How much difference a 


ight makes! No wonder 
strong. Even! feel 

I whistle loudly, 
5 to a stone and kick it 
might. 
/ 7 feel a sharp pain in 
foot. It’s anail. When! 
still, the nail pokes un- 
. I hobble up to the 
tree at the corner and am 
ending downtoremovemy 
hoe when who should come by 


_ but Mukund! 


Ishe going to pick upa fight? 
Now? Suddenly, I realise that 
even being shorter is not as bad 
as being beaten up. I know I'll 
grow, if not now, some time in 
the future. But even the thought 
of being pummelled out ofshape 
by Mukund makes my heart 
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Seat hard and fast. Mukund has 
‘What he likes to calla ‘punishing 
left’. He is a left-hander. Natu- 
rally his left hand is well-devel- 
oped, and, on top of it, he plays 
tennis also with his left hand. 
Why wouldn’t it be ‘punishing?’ 
Gokul who has got beaten up 
once by Mukund still winces 
when he thinks of that day. 

Iam a coward. 

I pray very hard as I stand 
looking at Mukund, pray to the 
Ganapathi who sits under the 
peepul tree at the entrance to our 
colony—pray that Mukund 
doesn’t getitinto his head to beat 
me up. I quickly put my foot 
down, grit my teeth as the nail 
pokes again, stand erect and wait 
for him to pass by. He comes to 
stand in front of me. 

“Ohl! It’s you!”’ he says, as if 
he were addressing a worm. 
“What, Kuttai, I didn’t see you 
leave school yesterday?”’ He is 
leering at me. “I thought I could 
walk home with you.” 


4 


The collar of my shirt is 
sticking to my skin. I put my 
fingers under it and say, ‘‘Oh, I 
had something I wanted to fin- 
ish, so I finished it in class and 
went home. Did you wait long?” 

He knows and I know that I 
am lying. I bet my face is red. 

I straighten up a little more. 
My eyes are, amazingly, level 
with Mukund’s. I glare at him 
with what my mother would 
have called ‘foolish bravery’. 
Mukund stares back at me, but I 
can see he is looking puzzled. He 
has noticed that I am taller than 
him—almost! 

His eyes glide over to the top 
ofmy head, thento my feet. I feel 
happy that I am wearing full 
pants. I bet hecan’t make out the 
batten heel of mine. 

“Well, see you, da,” 
mumbles and pushes off. 

I take off my shoes and walk 
back home barefoot. By that 
evening I have tried everything 
possible to make the wooden 


he 
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heel stay firm, without showing. 
But I have worn my shoes right 
through this year so now the 
heels have worn thin. The nails 
poke and nothing else can make 
the battens stay on. 

The batten idea won’t work 
and I can think of nothing else. 


onday. Mukund has 
come into class before 
me. He is at the black- 


board writing something on it. 
Looks like he’s working out his 
algebra on it. He doesn’t look 
around as I enter the class. He 
says, ““Hey! Will you help me 
with this crazy sum? I didn’t 
manage to do it, yaar.” 

He looks around before I can 
answer. ‘“‘Oh, it’s you!”’ he says 
before he turns to the black- 
board again. 

Iknow that Ihave toact now. 

“Tm not too good at al- 
gebra,”’ Isay, asI stride up to the 
black-board, picking up a chalk 
from the teacher’s table. ‘But, 
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maybe we could work this thing 
out between us.”’ ~ 

Mukund grimaces. “Trying 
to curry favour, yaar?” he asks. 

I want to smash his face. I 
shrug my shoulders, draw a line 
dividing the black-board into 
two halves and continue to work 
out the sum he has put on the 
board. Itisalong sum. You have 
to find the continued product of 
(x? + 2y?) (x? — 2y’) 

(x? + 2xy + 2y”) and 
(x?-2xy + 2y”) 

The first step is easy. The 
second, more complicated. And 
all the time I am worried about 
whether Mukund will notice 
that I am not taller than usual. 
Will he smell yesterday’s trick?! 

When I come to the cancel- 
ling out stage, and have the 
board looking a mess, Mukund 
speaks up for the first time. 
“Hey! That must be plus 2x,’ he 


WINNERS! 
Jigsaw Puzzle Contest! 
(Target Nov.’87) 


1ST PRIZE 

R. Srinivas (13), Ahmedabad 

2ND PRIZE 

V. Sridhar Subramaniam (13), Agra 
K. Vinay Shenoy (14), Bangalore 
3RD PRIZE 

Jobin James (14), Baroda 

Karen D’souza (14), Bombay 
CONSOLATION PRIZE 

Seemanta Das (12), Guwahati 
Anita Dawson (9), Bangalore 
Umesh B. Jadhav (12), Satana 
Phulraj Singh (14), C/o 56 APO 
Yakub A. Lokhandwala (11), Poona 
Ranjan Lobo (9), Madras 
Subhamoy Das (15), Jalpaiguri 
Chiranjeev Singh (14), New Delhi 
S.K. Dass (14), Jalpaiguri 


I look critically at the sum, 
standing a little away from the 
board. He is right. 

“You're right,” I say, and 
rubout the minus sign I have put 
in the last column with the heel 
of my palm, and write a plus 
sign. If it is + 16y’x, then the 
answer is x — l6oy®. 

“J think I have made this 
same mistake in my home- 
work,” I say. “‘Mind if I correct 
it?”’ 

“Mind if I copy this sum?”’ 
asks Mukund, grinning at me. “I 
think, for the first time, I have 
understood this business of find- 
ing the continued product.” 

I shrug my shoulders. “It’s 
tough,”’ I say. 

Westand there, not knowing 
what to say to one another, me 
wishing that someone will walk 
into the class. 

Mukund says, “I was going 


16 and 17. The line follows the 
pattern—turn right, turn left, turn 
left again. At 16 and 17 there are 
two right turns together. 

Bony Language 

1.Clavicle; 2.Sternum; 3. Ribs; 

4. Vertebrae 5. Radius 6. Patella; 


to beat you up today. I dreamed 
of beating you up all Saturday 
night.” 

I smile sickly at him. He 
changes tack. 

“Do you think we can, you 
and me, work at algebra to- 
gether? [’ll teach you to fight 
fey 

I can literally see Amma’s 
face when she sees me learn to 
lash out with my hands. The 
prospect is alluring but, when I 
think about it, I can’t really see 
myself doing it. AndIdon’teven 
know if it is necessary. I pause. 
It’s good for a boy to know how to 
fight, says The Voice. For the 
first time I wonder if The Voice 
is wrong. I want time to decide. I 
look at Mukund, straight in the 
eye and I really feel as if 1 am as 
tall as him. 

“We can start on the algebra 
any day,’ I say. 


Fooled you! 

All of them are true! 

Dropped Out! 

2. Minimum; 3. Nineteen; 

4, Fanfare; 5. Horror; 6. Success; 
7. Anagram; 8. Cyclic 
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See, 
A é 
Twinkle, twinkle little Gems, ~- “ = 
How I wonder what’s in them ~ d 
a / Up above the world so high, / af 
ae Like little diamonds in the sky 


Fun to play with, fun to eat. 


“Tommy The Tucker is great fun to make 
Bits ‘n’ pieces with Fevicol that’s all it takes” 


It’s a neat trick 
And it’s quick 
All you do is think 
and stick. 

Stick what? 
Anything at all. 
Just have a ball 


Make a pencil stand, 
a basket, 
... even a doll. 
It’s not messy at all. 
How can that be? __ 
With Fevicol. 
could go on and on... 
ind w you make 


last. 
Fevicol MR really 
job. 


ts 


For FREE step by step instructions on 
how to make Tommy The Tucker 
post this coupon or write to ‘Fevi Fairy’, 
Post Box 11084, Bombay 400 020. 


For FREE step by step instructions on how to make Gwe 
Tommy The Tucker post this coupon or write to 
‘Fevi Fairy’, Post Box 11084, Bombay 400 020. 


Name 


Age 
oA © Ad 
FEVICOL: = 
Synthetic Adhesive City 
Pin 


When you do your best, you stick with the best. 
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@® Both Ws-AP’ and FEVICOL brand are the Registered Trade Marks of 
PIDILITE INDUSTRIES PVT. LTD., Bombay 400 021. 
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YOU NEED 
A paper cup (an ice-cream cup 
will do); a thin stocking or long 
sock; brightly coloured wool; 
pieces of fabric; 2 buttons; 1 hook; 
some cottonwool; along stick (get 
it from a jharoo); strong thread; a 
knitting needle; glazed paper; ad- 
hesive like Fevicol. 


7.Cut the stocking off from near 
the heel and tie it tightly with a 
shread at the top. 


- 2.Stuff a cottonwool ball into the 
€ 


_ sock from the open end and push 
it with the stick right upto the top. 


Push the stick into the cotton- 
pi ball and tie astring tightly at 
om~of thé’ cotton ball. 
have the clown’s head. 
iL-1988 


é 


by Vatsala Kaul 
illustrated by Vandana Joshi 


4 Stick two buttons for eyes, the 
hook for a nose and a piece of 
fabric for the clown’s mouth. Cut 
pieces of wool, double them and 
tie them into knots. Snip the top 
and bottom off the knots and stick 
them on top of the clown’s head. 
Tie a piece of fabric round the 
clown’s neck as a scarf. 


5.Make a hole in the centre of the 
ice-cream cup with a knitting 
needle. Push the stick down the 
hole in the ice-cream cup and pull 
the top of the sock over the rim of 
the cup. 

6.Decorate the ice-cream cup 
with glazed paper if you like. 


7.Now hold the ice-cream. cup 
with one hand and push the stick 
up and down with the other hand, 
or twirl it round, to make Dabboo 
jump and dance! 


by Lt. Col. Ns G. O’Connor 
illustrated by Sanjay Sharma 


I’m worried about 

My dog and cat, 

They’re hale and hearty— 

It isn’t that, 

But the two, they never fight 

To me that doesn’t seem all right, 


The law of nature 

Everyone knows 

Says dogs and cats 

Must come to blows— 

Nasty scratches, threatening growls, 
Piercing shrieks and angry howls! 


But my friends 

Who come to view 

Fierce battle scenes 

Between the two 

See there instead in furry disguise, 


146] To nominees for the Nobel Peace Prize! 


ost wars involve fiercé 
fights between groups 0 
people. These warrin} 


groups strive to get by force wha 
they fail to get by peaceful means 
Such wars cause much huma 
misery—serious injuries to peo 
ple, heavy damages to property 
death and destruction. Yet the 
are other ‘wars’ which are wage 
light-heartedly because the 
bring more fun than harm to thos 
taking part. A true example ¢ 
such ‘sporting wars’ is th 
Chicken War fought by neigh 
bouring households in an a: 
camp at Hatia, a one-time subus 
ofthe South Bihar town of Ranc! 
This temporary camp of te! 
and hutments had been built d 
ing the Second World War. 


k December 1950it wasmarked ft 


demolition. Yet it was occupié 


%» for a while by my artillery reg 
g> ment which had then no betti 
shelter after emerging from t 


ef service in Kashmir. The 
fers given to officers were not 
enced off. So the chickens kept 
many of them often strayed 
into their neighbours’ houses and 
broke cups, glasses and plates left 
in kitchens. 

Colonel Buddhu Singh, our 
commanding officer, claimed to 
be as wise as the legendary King 
Solomon. He passed orders that 
the head of a family could sen- 
tence any uninvited chicken visi- 
tor to the cooking pot, but should 
send one good piece to the rightful 
owner of the bird after it was cut 
up and cooked. In case the owner 
was a vegetarian who reared hens 
merely for their eggs, the tasty 
dish could be sent to the colonel’s 
table instead. 

The first to make good use of 
our learned Ma-Bap’s judgement 
was my wily orderly, Prem. To 
Save our cook from being blamed 


for washing-up breakages, Prem 
would coax straying chickens to 
enter my quarters and then help 
the cook in making ‘Instant 
Chicken’. My wife, among oth- 
ers, was puzzled as to why her 
kitchen appeared to have been 
taken over as a club by all the 
camp’s fowls. She was also upset 
over the increasing breakages, for 
which she could blame only our 
clumsy, butter-fingered cook. 
But Prem shielded the cook; and 
they always produced one chick- 
en’s head against every breakage 
found by her. 

As most murderers do, the 
secret slaughter by Prem and our 
cook soon came to light, and other 
orderlies and cooks followed suit. 
This led to a massacre of fowls, 
including those kept by the Offi- 
cers’ Dining Hall and even the 
learned judge, our colonel. To 
restore peace and save his own 
chickens, the colonei declared an 


Pve thought up plans 
Devious and mean, 
Pushed one juicy 
Morsel between 

The two—to see what they would do, 

Id fight over such alates pela t sou? 


But not my tabby 


Emergency and placed the camp 
out-of-bounds to all uncaged 
birds except those newly bought 
and on the way to the cooking pot. 
But these poor devils too had to be 
cooked within one hour which 
Buddhu, a veteran cook himself, 
considered time enough to con- 
vert the toughest of birds into a 
tasty dish for His Honour. 

The soldiers, of course were 
saddened by this sudden cease- 
fire. They prayed for the colonel’s 
transfer so that they could resume 
the fight over their feathery 
friends which had lessened their 
peacetime boredom. Their pray- 
ers were answered, though not as 
they had desired. Old Buddhu 
Singh was soon transferred to 
Delhi as the director of Catering 
Corps, while the regiment moved 
to our country’s eastern borders 
to meet a threat of battles more 
serious than those of our never- 
to-be-forgotten Chicken War. L] 


- 
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“ee ee. 
Nor my Great Dane—~ fe 
They looked at me F 
In utter disdain; vs 
The cat swung her tail at the tasty bit : aC 


And the Great Dane purred gee she a é 


I try to play sides, 

« But they don’t get sore 

- If I scold one less 

Pet the other more— 

» Now if my parents ever did that, ‘ 
Ee Uy sis and. TS aes dog and cats ste 


= 
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UNE eat SI 

———_IARGET Oops — 

———£-14 Connaught Place 

———Competent House 
New Delhi-110001_ 

Because of fish... 

They made me eat fish, 

Which | ate with great relish. 

But, when | went home, 

Ugh! What an-awful odour! 

! told mother, 

| had eaten a fish to the border! 

Mother got angry 

With Granny, she boxed my ears! 

My ear was left tingling 

With them saying, 

“Don’t ever eat fish, 

or you'll be sorrowing!” 


Why? Because we were Vaishnavites 


They were so orthodox, 

You can see! 

Now if I see a fish, 

see me running a mile, 
Remembering that ear tingling. 


Priya Kadapa (10), Pune 
6 
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The Mystery = 
of the Disappearing Mouse 


“Eeek! These mice! It’s horrible! 
They eat away at all clothes 
See the holes in your uniform; 
Pappu,” said Mummy. 

“Oh! What shall | wear to 
school today?” Pappu wailed. 

“Don’t worry! I'll just put 
some stitches in these. Some- 
how you must manage today. 
In the evening we'll go and buy 
another uniform.” 

“And.a mousetrap too.” 

In the evening, Pappu and 
his mother bought his uniform 
and also a mousetrap to catch 
the mice. That night, after do- 
ing his homework, Pappu set 
the mousetrap with a crisp 
pakoda as bait. 

Lo! In the morning, the 
mousetrap was empty of not 
only the mice but also the 
pakoda! Pappu was terribly dis- 
appointed. He showed his 
mother the empty trap. 

“Don’t worry,” his mother 
consoled him. “Maybe tonight 
One of them will be caught.” 


Pappu was not satisfied. He — r 


he was up against a very clever ~ 
mouse. So he decided to set a 2 
second trap, too, ’ 


This time, Pappu set the ie 


two traps with pieces of dele 
cious vadas in them. He kepr 
one trap in his room and the 
other in his parents’ bedroon 

In the morning, while 
ting up, he stepped by 
onthetrap, Hecringeell 


pain, his mother came running his room f 


into theroom. To her surprise, 
she saw that his foot was 
caught in the trap. 

“Since when has your foot 
started eating vadas?” she 
asked, laughing at his plight. 
Then she released his foot. 
have some good news for you. 
There’s a mouse that’s been 


caught in the other trap.” 

She brought the other trap 
and kept it by the empty one 
‘Why don’t you go with you 
friend and free it in some fields 
since it will be cruel to kill the 
poor mouse?’she said 

“But why in the fields? Wh 
can't we release it in some park 
nearby?” Pappu asked, 

“Because then it will ente 
somebody else's house and 
create havoc there.” 

“Okay, Mummy:.! will gq 
with Ajit, this evening.” 

So that evening, Pappu put 
the mousetrap into a poly. 
thene bag quickly since -he 
could not bear to. see it and 
went to ¢atch the bus with Ajit 

When they reached the 
fields, Pappu took out the 
Mousetrap and opened the fla 
but Se Came out. The 

10 S empty! 
ally catch the 
abig joke?’ Ajit 


lieve me. | really 
€ in the trap,” 
zzled. 
sgo home now. 
= ii 
On teaching home, Pappu 
© his mother and said 


‘Happy Dots’ 

Pigs for you to fill 

L sian 2 with a pencil! 

And‘A Happy Thought’ for Dads to fill with a pen! 


1 
| want a subscription for my child. 1 
Here is my O Annual: Rs 96/- ! 
0 6monthly Rs. 50/- subscription for | 
the English edition. |am paying by 
cheque/ M.O,/D.D. No 


Subscribe Today ! Please mail copy to: 


and save upto 20% Nene 
Mail to : Address 
Living Media India (P) Ltd. 

Subscription Department 

Thomson Press Building School 


PB. No. 69, Delhi Mathura Road 


Parent/Guardian’s signature 
Faridabad-121 007 (HARYANA). : 


Please draw remittance in favour of 
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in English and Hindi. 
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NOTHING BUT PROBLEMS! 1. VICECALL 
1.Mrs. Mathur is four times as old 
as her son. In twenty years she will 2. MU 
be twice as old as her son. How 
7 old are they? 
2.What two figures when multiplied together 
will equal 292 
3.Can you arrange six matches in 
such a way that each match touches 
the other five? 
4.Mini and Meera went to buy 
vegetables. Mini had Rs. 20, If 4/5th 
of what she had was 8/9th of what 
Meera had, how much money did 
Meera have? 
5. Arrange 1,2,3,45,6,7,8,9 in a 
simple sum using + and/or — signs to 
add up to 100. 


IT’S A PLANT! 
How can you plant 21 subabul 
saplings in 9 rows with 5 
saplings in each row? 
Subhamoy Das (15), Jalpaiguri 
Y aie BONY LANGUAGE 
The bones of this skeleton have been rattled so 
much that their names have got jumbled up. Can 
you rearrange them to get the right names? 
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CORNERED! oa aes 
This diagram is drawn = 
according to a principle, 

which goes wrong on the 
way. Which two corners - : 
break the rule? esl2 
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Compiled by Vijaya Ghose 


These words have hidden 
_ meanings. Can you figure them out? 
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Which of the labelled circles should 
replace the circle with the question 


ps so that no wo Gs are in the same line 


Rorzontally, vertically or diagonally. 


“THE RIGHT MOVE! 
Sy. two s and switch them with two 


DROPPED OUT! 

In these words, a letter has dropped out 
from wherever it occurs in the word. The first 
word is EVERGREEN—the Es are missing! 


1.VRGRN 


ANSWERS ON PAGE 42 
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ONE DAY A PUNDIT CAME 


eupswup) Zemanta’ 17 
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A Witty Retort! 
A Tale of Birbal 


ART & STORY: 
Subba Ghosh 


HUZUR,T HAVE HEARD THAT 


IN YOUR COURT. CAN TH! G 
ANSWER My RIDDLES* @ 
= em 


TM EVERYWHERE .LGO Se EVERYBOPY LOOKED PUZZLED, 
ALL OVER THE WORLD. EXCEPT BIRBAL. ¢ 


NOBOoDy CAN SEE ME. 


WEES 


m 
fi 


THE WHOLE DURBAR| EE 
WAS DUMBEOUNDED, A 


HUZUR, BIRBAL 
WILL FAIL THIS 


TAM CLOSED IN ONE PLACE 
YETI CAN GO ANYWHERE. 
NOBODY CAN LIVE WITHOUT vi 
ISN'T THERE Bax es 
ANDI CANNOT LIVE WITHOUT ANYBy kj 
ANYBODY. WHO AM I ? Tey B 2 


E ER) |sRABASH Ey) SHABASH 
IS SIMPLE ~ IT BIRBAL! FF J \ BIRBAL ! 
IS THE MIND] SF f \N )\.AY SHABASH f 
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TARGET APRIL 1988 
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Get in blocks of 4-Postmarked Commemorative 
Stamps of Champions of Peace with those of 
the latest Peace-pact 


! i . 
The stamps of the US-Soviet summit on Disarmament of Nuclear Hurry = Mail your order today : 
Missiles, 7-10 Dec, 1987, depict Soviet and American flags on the upper | Themes No. of Stamps No. of Stamps 


half, with the Kremlin and the White House in the lower half. in packets/Rate in Album/Rate 
10 


Description No. of Stamps Price | 


| 
Mahatme Gandhi Block of 4 z |e 
Rabindrariath Tagore Block of 4 i I Transport 
Jawahar Lal Nehru Block of 4 4 An 
indiraGandhi_ Block of 4 i \ sectE 
U.S.-U.S.S.R. Summit Marine/Sea Life 


on Nuclear Disarmament Block of 4 i | Painting 
Lenin 
For our regular thematic compositions send the coupon or simply | Pet 
write to us - | Siberia & Far East 
You can either fill in the coupon or choose your favourite topic and write | Peace & Friendship 
to us on a postcard, inland letter or on plain paper. 1 Doss Hevusieg 
* If you order by VPP, minimum order should be Rs. 50.00+ Rs. 7.00 for | USSR-INDIA Festival 
postage. — | USSR-INDIA Festival 
* If you pay in advance, minimum order should be Rs. 25.00+ Rs. 5.00 Indian Themes 
for postage. | Moscow Olympics 
* Postage will be free on all orders of Rs. 100.00 and above. ! (Posamesy 
* For VPP orders, make sure of parents permission. | (200 stamps Album) 


* All prices are inclusive of sales tax. | *80 stamps peosamps 


Sass 
8888888882 


LY 


42.00 


(12 stamps) 
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| Name Age 
| Address 
| 


Free! a 


(For all orders of Rs. 50.00 and above) CHINAR—Sole distributors and : 
10 Stamps and one exciting poster importers of USSR stamps for genuine 


collectors 


CHINAR EXPORTS PVT UD 


Stamps : The hobby that sticks to you C2 Regd. Office “101 !At'SurvelKiran 
Kasturba Gandhi Marg, New Delhi-110001. 


REGISTERED NO. D-(C)—85° 
NW/FBDs 


* A Super treat in every sweet! 


_ §UPER SIZE: 
SUPER TASTE: | 


CLARION/NC/8636 


Noutriné Confectionéry,Company Private Limited, Chittoor, A.P. 


